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And far out, drifting helplessly on that grey, angry sea, I 
saw a small boat at the mercy of the winds and waves. And 
my guide said to me, ‘Some call the sea “Falsehood,” and 
that boat “Truth,” and others call the sea “Truth,” and 
the boat “Falsehood;” and, for my part, I think that one is 
right as the other .’ — The Professor of Ignorance^ 
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DODO. 

CHAPTER 1. 

pOETS of all ages and of all denominations 
are unanimous in assuring us that there 
once a period on this grey earth known as the 
Golden Age. These irresponsible bards describe it 
in terms of the vaguest, most poefic splendour, and, 
apart from the fact, upon which they are all agreed, 
that the weather was always perfectly charming, we 
have to reconstruct its characteristics in the main for 
ourselves. Perhaps if the weather was uniformly de-^ 
lightful, even in this nineteenth century, the golden 
age might return again. We all know how perceptibly 
our physical, mental and spiritual level is raised by a 

few days of really charming weather ; ljut until the 

A 



/pOjDa 


weather determines to be always golden, we can 
hardly expect it of the age. Yet even now,* even 
in England, and even in London, we have every year 
a few days which must surely be waifs and strays 
from thet golden age, days which have fluttered 
down from under the hands of the recording angel, 
as he tied up his reports, and, after floating about 
for years in dim, interplanetary space, sometimes droj) 
down upon us. They may last a week, they have 
been -known to last a fortnight; again, they may 
curtail themselves into a few hours, but they are 
never wholly absent. 

At the time at which this story opens, ’London was 
having its annual golden days ; days to be associated 
with cool, early rides in the crumbly Row, with sitting 
on small, green chairs beneath the trees at the comer 
of the Park; with a general disinclination to exert 
oneself, or to stop smoking cigarettes ; with a temper 
distinctly above its normal level, and a corresponding 
absence of moods. The crudeness of spring had dis- 
appeared, but not its freshness ; the warmth of summer 
had come, but not its sultriness ; the winter was de* 

finitely over and past, and even in Hyde Park the 

*• 

yoiot of the ^nging bird was heard, and an old gentle- 
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man, who shall be nameless, had committed his annual 
perjury by asserting in the Morning Post that he had 
heard a nightingale in the elm-trees by the Ladies’ 
Mile, which was manifestly impossible. 

The sky was blue ; the* trees, strange to say, were 
green, for the leaves were out, and even the powers 
of soot which hover round London had not yet had 
time to shed their blackening dew upon them. The 
season was in full swing, but nobody was tired of it 
yet, and * all London ’ evinced a tendency to modified 
rural habits, which expressed themselves in the way 
of driving down to Hurlingham, and giving water 
parties at Rithmond. 

To state this more shortly, it was a balmy, breezy 
day towards the middle of June. The shady walks 
that line the side of the ILow werfe full of the usual 


crowds of leisurely, well-dressed people who constitute 
what is known as London. Anyone acquainted with 
that august and splendid body would have seen at 
once that something had happened ; not a famine in 
China, nor a railway accident, nor a revolution, nor a 
war, but emphatically ‘something." Conversation 
was a thing that made time pass, not a way of 
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London was asking questions, and the smaller half 
was enjoying its superiority, in being able to give 
answers. These indications are as clear to the 
practised eye as the signs of the weather appear 
to be to the prophet Zadkiel, To the amateur one 
cloud looks much like another cloud; the prophet, 
on the other hand, lays a professional linger on 
one and says ‘Thunder,’ while the lurid bastion, 
which seems fraught with fire and tempest to the 
amateur, is dismissed with the waVe of a con- 
temptuous hand. 

A tall, young man was slowly making his way 
across the road from the arch. He was a fair 
specimen of ‘the exhausted seedlings of our effete 
aristocracy* — long-limbed, clean-shaven, about six 
feet two high, and altogether very pleasant to look 
^pon. He wore an air of extreme leisure and free- 
dom from the smallest touch of care or anxiety, and 
it was quite clear that such was his normal atmo- 
sphere. He waited with serene patience for a large 
number of well-appointed carriages to go past, and 
then found himself blocked by another stream going 
in the opposite direction. However, all things come 
to an end, even the impossibility of crossing from the 
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arch at the entrance of the Park to the trees on a fine 
morning in June, and on this particular morning 1 
have to record no exception to the rule. A horse 
bolting on to the Row narrowly missed knocking 
him down, and he looked* up with mild reproach at 
its rider, as he disappeared in a shower of dust and 
soft earth. 

This young gentleman, who has been making his 
slow and somewhat graceful entrance on to our stage, 
was emphatically ‘ London,’ and he too saw at once 
that something had happened. He looked about for 
an acquaintance, and then dropped in a leisurely 
manner into a chair by his side. 

* Morning, Bertie,’ he remarked ; ‘ what’s up ? 

Bertie was not going to be hurried. He finished 
lighting a cigarette, and adjusted the tip neatly with 
his fingers. , 

‘ She’s going to be married,’ he remarked 
Jack Broxton turned half round to him with a 
quicker movement than he had hitherto shown. 

‘ Not Dodo ? ’ he said 
‘Yes.’ 

Jack gave a low whistle. 

’ ‘ It isn’t to you, I suppose?* 
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Bertie Arbuthnot leaned back in his chair with 
extreme languor. His enemies, who, to do him 
justice, were very few, said that if he hadn’t been 
the tallest man in London, he would never have been 
there at all. 

* No, it isn’t to me.’ 

* Is she here ? ’ said Jack, looking round. 

* No, I think not ; at least I haven’t seen her.’ 

‘Well, I’m — ^ Jack did not finish the sentence. 

Then as an after-thought he inquired : ‘ Whom to ? ’ 

‘ Chesterford,’ returned the other. 

Jack made a neat little hole with the ferrule of his 
stick in the gravel in front of him, and performed a 
small .burial service for the end of his cigarette. The 
action was slightly allegorical 

‘ He’s my first cousin,’ he said. ‘ However, I may 
be excused for not feeling distinctly sympathetic with 
my first cousin. Must I congratulate him ? ’ 

‘That’s as you like,’ said the other. ‘ I really don’t 
see why you shouldn’t. But it is rather overwhelm- 
ing, isn’t it? You know Dodo is awfully charming, 
but she hasn’t got any of the domestic virtues. Be- 
sides, she ought to be an empress,’ he added loyally. 

^ I suppose a marchioness is something,’ said « Jack. 
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*But I didn’t expect it one little bit Of course he is 
hopelessly in love. And so Dodo has decided to 
make him happy.’ 

* It seems so/ said Bertie, with a fine determination 
not to draw inferences. 

* Ah, but don’t you see — said Jack. 

‘ Oh, it’s all right,* said Bertie. ‘ He is devoted to 
her, and she is clever and stimulating. Personally I 
shouldn’t like a sti mulat ing wife. I don’t like stimul- 
ating people, I don’t think they wear well. It would 
be like sipping brandy all day. Fancy having brandy 
at five o’clock tea. What a prospect, you know! 
Dodo’s too smart for my taste.’ 

‘ She never bores one,’ said Jack. 

‘No, but she makes me feel as if I was sitting 
under a flaming gas-burner, which was beating on to 
what Nature designed to be my brain-cover.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ said Jack. ‘You don’t know her. 
There she is. Ah ! ’ 

A dc^-cart had stopped close 1^ them, and a girl 
got out, leaving a particularly diminutive groom at 
the pony’s head. If anything she was a shade more 
perfectly dressed than the rest qf the crowd, and she 
seeoned to know it Behind her walked another girl; 
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who was obviously intended to walk behind, while 
Dodo vm equally obviously made to walk in front 
Just then Dodo turned round and said over her 
shoulder to her, — 

'Maud, tell the hoy he heedn't wait You needn't 
either unless 

Maud turned round and went dutifully back to the 
dog-cart, where she stood irresolutely a few moments 
after giving her message. 

Dodo caught sight of the two young men on the 
chairs, and advanced to them. The radiant vision 
was evidently not gifted with that dubious quality, 
shyness. 

‘Why, Jack,’ she exclaimed in a loudish voice, 
‘here I am, you see, and I have come to be congratul- 
ated 1 What are you and Bertie sitting here for like 
two Patiences on monuments? Really, Jack, you 
would make a good Patience on a monument. Was 
Patience a man? I never saw him yet I would 
come and sketch you if you stood still enough. 
What are you so glum about? You look as if you 
were gdng to be executed. I ought to look like that 
much mote than yon. Jack, I’m going to be a 
married woman, and stop at home, and mend the 
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socks, and look after the baby, and warm Chesterford ^ 
slippers for him. Where’s Chesterford ? Haw you 
seen him? Oh, 1 told Maud to go away. Maud,* 

she called, ‘come back and take Bertie for astroWt 
I want to talk to Jack. Go “on, Bertie ; yon can come 

then, you can go away again— or go for a drive, if 
. you like, with Maud round the Park. Take care of 
that pony, though ; he*s got the devil of a temper.* 

4 suppose I may congratulate you first?’ asked 
Bertie. 

‘ That’s so dear of you,’ said Dodo graciously, as if 
she was used to saying it ‘ Good-bye ; Maud’s waiting, 
and the pony will kick himself to bits if he stands 
much longer. Thanks for your congratulations. 
Good-bye.’ 

Bertie mpved off, and Dodo sat down next Jack. 

‘Now, Jack, we’re going to have a talk. In the 
first place you haven’t congratulated me. Never 
mind, we’ll take that as done. Now tell me what 
you think of it 1 don’t quite know why I ask you, 
but we are old friends.’ 

‘ I’m surprised,’ said he candidly ; ‘ I think it’s very 
odd.’ 
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Dodo frowned. 

‘John Broxton/ she said solemnly, ‘don’t be 
nasty. Don’t you think I'm a very charming girl, 
and don't you think he's a very charming boy ? ' 

Jack was silent for* a minute or two, then he 
said,— 

‘What is the use of this, Dodo? What do you 
want me to say ? ' 

‘I want you to say what you think. Jack, old 
boy, I'm very fond of you, though I couldn't marry 
you. Oh, you must see that We shouldn’t have 
suited. We neither of us will consent to play second 
fiddle, you know. Then, of course, there's the ques- 
tion of money. I mu^. have lots of money. Yes, a 
big must and a big lot^l's not your fault that you 
haven’t got any, and it wouldn’t have been your fault 
if you'd been borti with ho nose ; but I couldn’t 
many a man who wa§ without either*’ 

‘ After ^1, Dodo,' said he, ‘ you only say what evety 
tme else thinks about that I don’t blame you for it 
About the other, you’re wrong. I am sure I should 
not have been an exacting husband. You could have 
had your own way pretty well’ 

• Oh, Jack, indeed no,’ said she * we are wandering 
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from the point, but Til come back to it presently. My 

husband must be so devoted to me that anj^hing I 

do will seem good and charming. You don’t answer 

that requirement, as IVe told you before. If I can’t 

get that — I have got it, by the way — I must have a 

man who doesn’t care what I do. You would have 

cared, you know it. You told me once I was in 

dreadfully bad form. Of course that clinched the 

matter. To my husband I must never be in bad 

form. If others did what I do, it might be bad form, 

but with me, no. Bad form is one of those qualities 

which my husband must think impossible for me, 

simply because I am 1. Oh, Jack, you must see that 

— don’t be stupid ! And thep^u aren’t rich enough. 

It’s all very well to call ipii worldly view, but it is 
« 

a perfectly true one for me. Don’t you see I must 
have everything I want It is what I live on, all 
this,* she said, spreading her hands out ‘All these 
people must know who I am, and that they should do 
that, I must have everything at my command. Oh, 
if s all very well to talk of love in a cottage, but just 
wait till the chimney begins to smoke.’ 

Dodo nodded her head with an air of profound 
wisdom. 
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‘It isn’t for you that Vm anxious,’ said Jack, ‘it's 
for Chesterford. He’s an awfully ^ood fellow. * It is 
a trifle original to sing the husband’s praise to the 
wife, but I do want you to know that And he isn’t 
one of those people who don’t feel things because 
they don’t show it — it is just the other way. The 
feeling is so deep that he can’t You know you like 
to turn yourself inside out for your friend’s benefit, 
but he doesn’t do that And he is in love with you.’ 

‘ Yes, I know,* she said, ‘ but you do me an injus- 
tice. I shall be very good to him. I can’t pretend 
that I am what is known as being in love with him — 
in fact I don’t think I know what that means, except 
that people get in a very ridiculous state, and write 
sonnets to their mistress’s front teeth, which reminds 
me that I’m going to the dentist to-morrow. Come 
and hold my hancf — ^yes, and keep withered flowers 
and that sort of thing. Ah, Jack, I wish that I really 
knew what it did mean. It can’t be all nonsense, 
beoiuse Chesterford’s like that, and he is an honest 
man if you like. And I do respect and admire him 
very much, and I hope I shall make him happy, and 
I hear he’s got a (Rightful new yacht ; and, oh ! do 
look at that Arbuthnot girl opposite with a magenta 
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hat It seems to me inconceivably stupid to have a 
magenta hat Really she is a fool. She wants to 
attract attention, but she attracts the wrong sort 
Now she is in bad form. Bertie doesn’t look after 
his relations enough/ 

*Oh, bother the Arbuthnot girl,* said Jack angrily, 
* I want to have this out with you. Don’t you see 
that that sort of thing won’t do with Chesterford. He 
is not a fool by any means, and he knows the differ- 
ence between the two things.’ 

‘Indeed he doesn’t,* said Dodo. ‘The other day 
he was talking to me, and I simply kept on smiling 
when I was thinking of something quite different, 
and he thought I was adorably sympathetic. And, 
besides, I am not a fool either. He is far too happy 
for me to believe that he is not satisfied.* 

‘Well, but you’ll have to keep it up,’ said Jack, 
‘ Don’t you see I’m not objecting to your theory of 
marriage in itself — though I think it’s disgusting — but 
it strikes me that you have got the wrong sort of man 
to experiment upon. It might do very well if he 
was like you.* 

‘Jack, you sha’nt lecture me,’ said Dodo ; ‘ I s)^li 
do predsely as I like. Have you ever known me 
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make a fool of myself? Of course you haven’t Well, 
if I was going to make a mess of this, it would be 
contrary to all you or anyone else knows of me. I’m 
sorry I asked your opinion at all, I didn’t think you 
would be so stupid.’ 

‘ You told me to tell you what k thought,’ said 
Jack in self-defence. ‘I offered to say what you 
wanted, or to congratulate or condole or anything 
else ; it’s your own fault, and I wish I’d said it was 
charming and delightful, and just what I’d always 
hoped.* 

Dodo laughed. 

‘ I like to see you cross. Jack,’ she remarked, ‘and 
now we’ll be friends again. Remember what you 
have said to-day — we shall see in time who is right, 
you or I. If you like to bet about it you may— only 
you would lose. I promise to tell you if you turn out 
to be right, even if you don’t see it, which you must 
if it happens, which it won’t, so you won’t,* she added 
with a fine disregard of grammar. 

Jack was silent 

‘ Jack, you are horrible,* said Dodo impatiently, ‘ you 
don’t believe in me one bit 1 believe you are jealous 
of Chesterford ; you needn’t be.’ 
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* Then he interrupted %er quickly. 

*Ah, Dodo, take care what you say. When you 
say I needn’t be, it implies that you are not going to 
do your shara I want to be jealous of Chesterford, 
and I am sorry I am not. If I thought you loved him, 
or would ever |gt to love him, I should be jealous. 
I wish to goodness I was. Really, if you come to think 
of it, I am very generous. I want this to be entirely 
a success. If there is one man in the world who 
deserves to be happy it is Chesterford. He is not 
brilliant, he does not even think he is, which is the 
best substitute. It doesn’t much matter how hard 
you are hit if you are well protected. Try to 
make him conceited — it is the best you can do for 
him.’ 

He said these words in a low tone, as if he hardly 
wished Dodo to hear. But Dodo did hear. 

‘ You don’t believe in me a bit,’ she said. ‘ Never 
mind, I will force you to. That’s always the way — 
as long as I amuse you, you like me well enough, but 
you distrust me at bottom. A woman’s a bore when 
she is serious. Isn’t it so ? Because I talk nonsense 
you think I am entirely untrustworthy about things 
that matter/ 
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Dodo struck the ground an|[rily with the point of 
her parasol. 

‘ I have thought about it I know I am right/ she 
went on. * I shall be immensely happy as his wife, 
and he will be immensely happy as my husband.' 

^ I don’t think it’s much use discussing it/ said he. 
'But don’t be vexed with me, Dodo. You reminded 
me that we were old friends at the beginning of this 
extremely candid conversation. I have told you 
that I think it is a mistake. If he didn’t love you it 
wouldn’t matter. Unfortunately he does.’ 

‘Well, Jack/ she said, ‘I can’t prove it, but yOu 
ought to know me well enough by this time not to 
misjudge me so badly. It is not only unjust but 
stupid, and you are not usually stupid. However, I 
am not angry with you, which is the result of my 
beautiful nature. Come, Jack, shake hands and wish 
me happiness.’ 

She stood up, holding out both her hands to him. 
Jack was rather moved. 

*Dodo, of course I da I wish all the best wishes 
that my nature can desire and my brain concmve, 
both to you and him, him too ; and I hope I shall be 
outrageously jealoib before many months are over/ 
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He shook her hands, and then dropped them. She 
stood for a moment with her eyes on the ground, 
looking still grave. Then she retreated a step or two, 
leaned against the rail, and broke into a laugh. 

‘That's right, Jack, begone dull care. I suppose 
you’ll be Chesterford’s best man. I shall tell him you 
must be. Really he is an excellent lover ; he doesn’t 
say too much or too little, and he lets me do exactly as 
I like. Jack, come and see us this evening ; we're hav- 
ing a sort of Bamum's Show, and I'm to be the white 
elephant Come and be a white elephant too. Oh, 
no, you can’t ; Chesterford's the other. The elephant 
is an amiable beast, and I'm going to be remarkably 
amiable. Come to dinner first, the Show begins 
afterwards. No, on the whole, don't come to dinner, 
because I want to talk to Chesterford all the time, 
and do my duty in that state of life in which it has 
pleased Chesterford to ask me to play my part 
That's profane, but it's only out of the Catechism 
Who wrote the Catechism ? I always regard the 
Catechism as only a half-sacred work, and so pro- 
fanity -doesn't count, at least you may make two pro- 
fane remarks out of the Catechism, which will only 
count as one. I shall sing, toa Evelyn has taught me 

B 
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two little nigger minstrel songs. Shall I black my 
face ? Tm not at all sure that I shouldn’t look rather 
wel! with my face blacked, though I suppose it would 
frighten Chesterford. Here are Maud and Bertie 
back again. I must go. 'I'm lunching somewhere, I 
can’t remember where, only Maud will know. Maud, 
where are we lunching, and have you had a nice 
drive, and has Bertie been making love to you? 
Good-bye, Jack. Remember to come this evening. 
You can come, too, Bertie, if you like. Fve had a 
very nice talk with Jack, and he has been remarkably 
»ide, but I forgivJ him.’ • 

Jack went with her to her dog-cart, and helped 
her in. 

‘ This pony’s name is Beelzebub,’ she remarked, as 
she took the reins, * because he is the prince of the 
other things. Good-bye.’ 

Then he went back and rejoined Bertie. 

* There was a scene last night,’ said Bertie. ‘ Maud 
told* me about it She came home with Dodo and 
Chesterford, and stopped to open a letter in the hall, 
and when she went upstairs into the drawingrroom, 
she found Dodo sobbing among the sofa cushions, and 
Chesterford standing by, not quite knowing what to da 
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It appeared that he had just given her th^ cngs^ement 
ring* She was awfully pleased with it, and said it 
was charming, then suddenly she threw it down on 
the floor, and buried her face in the cushions. After 
that she rushed out of the room, and didn’t appear 
again for a quarter of an hour, and then went to the 
Foreign Office party, and to two balls.’ 

Jack laughed hopelessly for a few minutes. Then 
he said, — 

^ It is too ridiculous. I don’t believe it can be all 
real. That was drama, pure spontaneous drama. 
But it*s drama for all that Vm %ure I don’t know 
why I laughed, now I come to think of it It really 
is no laughing matter. All the same I wonder why 
she didn't tell me that But her sister has got no 
business to repeat those kind of things. Don’t tell 
anyone else, Bertie.* 

Then after a minute he repeated to himself, ‘I 
wonder why she didn’t tell me that* 

*Jack,* said Bertie after another pause, *I don’t 
wish you to think that I want to meddle in your 
concerns, and so don’t tell me unless you like, but 
was an3rthing ever up between you and Dodo? 
freely if 3^u would rather not tell me, please,’ 
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‘ Yes/ he said simply. ‘ I asked her to marry me 
last April, and she said “No." I haven’t told any- 
one till this minute, because I don’t like it to be 
known when 1 fail. I am like Dodo in that You 
know how she detests not being able to do any- 
thing she wants. It doesn’t often happen, but when 
it does, Dodo becomes damnable. She has more 
perseverance than I have though. When she can’t 
get anything, she makes such a fuss that she usually 
does succeed eventually. But I do just the other 
thing. I go away, and don’t say anything about 
it. That was a bkd failure. I remember being veiy 
much vexed at the time.’ 

Jack .spoke dreamily, as if he was thinking of 
something else. It was lus way not to blaze abroad 
anything that affected him deeply. Like Dodo he 
would often dissect himself in a superficial manser, 
and act as a kind of showman to his emotions; 
but he did not care to turn himself inside out 
With her thoroughness. And above all, as he had 
just said, he hated the knowledge of failure; he 
tried to con^al it even from himself. He loved 
to show his brighter side to the world. When 
he was in society he always put on his best mentdl 
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and moral clothes, those that were newest and 
fitted him most becomingly ; the rags and tatters 
were thrown deep ;ato the darkest cupboard, and 
the key sternly turned on them.* Now and then, 
however, as on this occasion, a friend brought 
him the key with somewhat embarrassing openness, 
and manners prevented him from putting his back 
to the door. But when it was unlocked he adopted 
the tone of ^Yes, there are some old things in 
there, I believe. May you see ? Oh, certainly ; but 
please shut it after you, and don’t let anyone else 
in. I quite forget what is in there myself, it’s so 
long since 1 looked.’ 

Bertie was silent He was on those terms of 
intimacy with the other that do not need ordinary 
words of condolence or congratulation. Besides, 
from his own point of view, he inwardly congratul- 
ated Jack, and this was not the sort of occasion on 
which to tell him that congratulation rather than 
sympathy was what the event demanded. Then 
Jack went on, still with the air oi a spectator than 
of a principal character, — 

* Dodo talked to me • a good deal about her 
marriage. J am sorry about it. for I think that 
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Chesterford will be terribly disillusioned You 
know he doesn't take things lightly, and he is 
much too hopelessly fond of Dodo ever to be con- 
tent with what she will grant him as a wife. But 
we cannot do an3^ing. * I told her what I thought, 
not because I hoped to make any change in the 
matter, but because I wished her to know that for 
once in her life she has made a failure — a bad, 
hopeless mistake. That has been my revenge. 
Come, it’s after one, I must go home. I shall go 
there this evening ; shall I see you ? ' 



CHAPTER II. 

J ACK went home meditating rather bitterly on 
things in general. He had a sense that Fate was 
not behaving very prettily to him: She had dealt him 
rather a severe blow in April last, which had knocked 
him down, and, having knocked him down, she now 
proceeded in a most unsportsmanlike way to kick him. 
Jack had a great idea of fair play, and Fate certainly 
was not playing fair. He would have liked to have a 
few words with her on the subject The world had 
been very kind on the whole to him. He had always 
been popular, and his life, though perhaps rather aim- 
less, was at least enjoyable. And since the world had 
been kind to him, he was generous to the world 
in general, and to his friends in particular. It 
had always held a high opinion of him as a 
thoroughly healthy-minded and pleasant companion, 
and he was disposed to hold a similar opinion of 
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it Consequently, when Dodo had refused him that 
spring, he had not thought badly of her. He did not 
blame her, or get bitter about it ; but though he had 
flattered himself that he was used to Dodo’s ways, 
and had always recognised* her capabilities in the way 
of surprising her friends, he had not been quite pre- 
pared for the news of her engagement In fact, 
he was surprised, and also rather resentful, chiefly 
against the general management of mundane affairs, 
but partly also against Dodo herself. Dodo had not 
told him of her engagement ; he had been left to find 
it out for himself. Then, again, she was engaged to a 
man who was hopelessly and entirely in love with 
her, and for whom, apart from a quiet, unemotional 
liking, she did not care two straws, except in so far as 
he was immensely rich, and had a title, two golden keys 
which unlocked the most secret doors of that well-fur- 
nished apartment known as Society, which constituted 
Dodo’s world. Hitherto her position had been pre- 
carious : she had felt that she was on trial. Her 
personality, her great attractiveness and talents, had 
secured for herself a certain footing on the very dais 
of that room ; but she had always known that unless 
• she married brilliantly she would not be sure of har 
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position. If she married a man who would not be 
always certain of commanding whatever money and 
position — for she ould never have married a 
wealthy brewer— could command, or, worst of all, if 
in her unwillingness to accept anything but the best 
she could get, she did not marry at all, Dodo knew 
that she never would have that unquestioned position 
that she felt was indispensable to her. Jack knew 
all this perfectly well — ^in fact Dodo had referred 
to it that morning — and he accepted it philosophi- 
cally, as being inevitable. But what he did not like 
was being ^old that he would not have done on general 
grounds, that he was too fond of his own way, that 
he would not have given Dodo rein enough. He had 
known Dodo too long and too well, when he proposed 
to her, to have any of a lover*s traditional blindness 
to the faults of his love. He knew that she was, 
above all things, strongly dramatic, that she moved 
with a view to effect, that she was unscrupulous in 
what she did, that her behaviour was sometimes in 
questionable taste ; but this he swallowed whole, so 
to speak. He was genuinely attached to her, and felt 

that she possessed the qualities that he would most 

« 

like to have in his mfe. Bertie had said, to him 
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that morning that she was stimulating, and would 
not wear well Stimulating she certainly was — ^what 
lovable woman is not— and personally he had known 
her long, and she did wear well. The hidden 
depths and unsuspected’ 'shallows were exactly what 
he loved her for ; no one ever fell in love with a canal ; 
and though the shallows were commoner than the 
depths, ^d their presence was sometimes indicated 
by a rather harsh jarring of the keel, yet he believed, 
fully and sincerely, in the dark, mysterious depths for 
love to lose itself in. Besides, a wife, whose actions 
and thoughts were as perfectly calculable and as 
accurately calculated as the trains in a Bradshaw, 
WM possessed of sterling qualities which, however 
estimable, were more suited to a housekeeper than a 
mistress. 

These reflections were the outcome of an intimate 
knowledge of Dodo in the mind of a man who was 
in the habit of being honest with himself and the 
object of his love, a quality rare enough whether the 
lover is rejected or accepted. 

He bad had time to think over the matter quietly 
to hims df He knew, and had known now Iot many 
weeks, that Dodo was oat of his reach, and he sat 
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down and thought about the inaccessible fruity not 
with the keen feelings of one who still hoped to 
get it, but with a resignation which recognised that 
the fruit was desirable, but that it must be regarded 
from a purely speculative point of view. 

And to do him justice, though he was very sorry 
for himself, he was much more sorry for Chesterford. 
Chesterford was his cousin, they had been brought 
up together at Eton and Oxford, and he knew him 
with that, intimacy which is the result of years alone. 
Chesterford’s old friends had all a great respect and 
liking for him. As Dodo had said, * He was an honest 
man if you like.’ Slight acquaintances called him 
slow and rather stupid, which was true on purely 
intellectual grounds. He was very loyal, and very 
much devoted to what he considered his duty, which 
consisted in being an excellent landlord and J.F. of 
his county, in voting steadily for the Conservative 
party in the House of Lords, in giving largely and 
anonymously to good objects, in going to church on 
Sunday morning, where he sang hymns with fervour, 
and read lessons with respect, in managing a hunt in 
a lil|sraF and satisfactoiy manner, and in avoiding 
any introspection or speculation about problems of 
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life and being. He walked through. the world with' 
an upright gait, without turning his eyes or his steps 
to the right hand or the left, without ever concerning 
himself with what was not his business, but directing 
all his undoubtedly sterling qualities to that. He 
had a perfect genius for doing his duty. Nobody 
had ever called him shallow or foolish, but no- 
body on the other hand had ever called him either 
deep or clever. He had probably only made one 
real mistake in his life, and that was when he asked 
Dodo to marry him ; and we have seen that Jack, 
who knew Dodo well, and whose opinion might be 
considered to be based on good grounds, thought 
that Dodo had committed her first grand error in 
accepting him. The worst of the business certainly 
was that he was in love with Dodo. If he had been a 
different jsort of man, if lie had proposed to Dodo 
with the same idea that Dodo had, when she accepted 
him, if he had wanted a brilliant and fascinating 
woman to walk through life with, who could not fail 
to be popular, and who would do the duties of a 
mistress of a great house in a regal fashion, he could 
not have chosen better. But what he wanted in a 
wife was somecHie to love. He loved Dodo, and 
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apparently it had not entered his calculations that 
she, in accepting him, might be doing it from a 
different standpoint from his own in proposing to 
her. Dodo had smiled on him with the air of a 
benignant goddess who marries a mortal, when he 
offered her his hand and heart, and he had taken that 
smile as a fulfilment of his own thought Decidedly 
Jack might have justification for feeling appre- 
hensive. 

Jack’s only hope lay in that vein which did exist 
in Dodo, and which she had manifested in that out- 
burst of tears the night before. He put it down to 
her dramatic instincts to a large extent, but he knew 
there was something beside, for Dodo did not care 
to play to an empty house, and the presence of her 
future husband alone, constituted anything but a 
satisfactoiy audience. Jack had always had a con- 
siderable belief in Dodo: her attractiveness and 
cleverness were, of course, beyond dispute, and re- 
quired proof no more than the fact that the sun 
rose in the morning, but he believed in something 
deeper than this, which prompted such actions as 
these. He felt that there was some emotion that she 
experienced at that moment, of which her tears were 
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the legitimate outcome, and, as he thought of this, 
there occurred to him the remark that Dodo had 
made that morning, when she expressed her regret 
at never having felt the sort of love that she knew 
Chesterford felt for her. • 

Mrs Vane was perhaps perfectly happy that 
night. Was not her daughter engaged to a marquis 
and a millionaire? Was not her house going to be 
filled with the brightest and best of our land ? She 
had often felt rather resentful against Dodo, who. 
alternately liked and despised people whom Mrs 
Vane would have given her right hand to be in a 
position to like, and both hands to be in a posi- 
tion to despise. Dodo was excellent friends with 
* London,’ only ‘ London * did not come and seek her 
at her own house, but preferred asking her to theirs. 
Consequently, on Mrs Vane and Maud devolved the 
comparatively menial duty of leaving their cards and 
those of Dodo, and attending her in the capacity of 
the necessary adjunct They would be asked to the 
same houses as Dodo, but that was all ; when they 
got there they had the privilege of seeing Dodo per- 
forming her brilliant evolutions, but somehow ncme 
of Dodo’s glory got reflected on to them. To be 
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the mirror of Dodo was one of Mrs Vane’s most 
cherished ideas, and she did not recollect that there 
are many substances whose nature forbids their act- 
ing as such to the most brilliant of illuminations. 
Mr Vane was kept still more in the background. 
It was generally supposed that he was looking after 
his affairs in the country, while the rest of the family 
were amusing themselves in London. It was well 
known that he was the proprietor of a flourishing 
iron foundry somewhere in Lancashire, and appar- 
ently the iron needed special care during the months 
of May, June and July. In any case he was a 
shadow in the background, rather than a skeleton 
at the banquet, whom it was not necessary to ignore, 
because he never appeared in a position* in which 
he could be ’ignored. Mrs Vane had two principal 
objects in life, the first of which was to live up to 
Dodo, and the second to obtain, in course of time, 
a suitably brilliant son-in-law. The latter of these 
objects had been practically obtained by Dodb her- 
self, and the first of them was in a measure realised 
by the large and brilliant company who assembled 
in her rooms that night 

Mrs Vane was a large, high-coloured woman of 
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about middle age, whose dress seemed to indicate that 
she would rather not, but that, of course, may only 
have been the fault of the dressmaker. She had an 
effusive manner, which sometimes made her guests 
wonder what they could have done, to have made 
her so particularly glad to see them. She con- 
stantly lamented Mr Vane's absence from London, 
and remarked, with a brilliant smile, that she felt 
quite deserted. Mrs Vane’s smile always suggested 
a reformed vampire, who had permanently renounced 
her blood-thirsty habits, but had not quite got out 
of the way of gloating on what would have been 
her victims in the unregenerate days. It is only 
fair to say that this impression was due to the im- 
mensity of her smile, which could hardly be honestly 
accounted for by this uncharitable world. She was 
busily employed in receiving her guests when Jack 
came, and was, perhaps, more stupendously cordial 
than ever. 

* So* kind of you to come,^ she was just saying to 
a previous arrival when Jack came iiu *I know 
Dodo was dying to see you and be congratulated. 
Darling,’ she said, turning to Maud, "run and tell 
Dodo that Lord Burwell has arrived So good of 
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you to come. And how do you do, dear Mr 
Broxton? Of course Dodo has told you of our 
happiness. Thanks, yes — we are all charmed with 
her engagement And the Marquis is your cousin, 
is he not ? How nice ! May I tell Maud she may 
call you Cousin Jack? Such a pleasure to have you ! 
Dodo is simply expiring to see you. Did she see 
you this morning? Really! she never told me of 
it, and my sweet child usually tells me every- 
thing.’ 

Dodo was playing the amiable white elephant to 
some purpose. She was . standing under a large 
chandelier in the centre of the room, with Chester- 
ford beside her, receiving congratulations with the 
utmost grace, and talking nonsense at the highest 
possible speed. Jack thought to himself that he 
had never seen anyone so thoroughly charming and 
brilliant, and almost wondered whether he had not 
been, doing her an injustice all day. He saw it was 
impossible to get near her for the present, so he 
wandered off among other groups, exchanging greet- 
ings and salutations. He had made the circuit of 
the room, and was standing abot^near the door 
feeling a little lonely, when Dodo came quickly 
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towards him. She was looking rather white and 
impatient 

‘Come away out of this, Jack,' she said; ‘this is 
horrible. WeVe done our duty, and now I want to' 
talk. I’ve been smiling* and grinning till my cheeks 
are nearly cracked, and everyone says exactly the 
same thing. Come to my room — come.* She turned 
round, beckoning to him, and found herself face to 
face with Chesterford. ‘ Dear old boy,* she said to 
him, * I’m not going to bore you any more to-night 
I shall bore you enough after we’re married. Jack 
and I are going away to talk, and he’s going to tell 
me to be a good girl, and do as his cousin bids me. 
Good-night ; come again to-morrow morning.* 

‘ I came here on purpose to congratulate you,* said 
Jack, grasping Chesterford’s hand, ‘and I wish you 
all joy and prosperity.* 

‘Come, Jack,* said Dodo. ‘Oh, by the way, 
Chesterford, ask Jack to be your best man. You 
' couldn’t have a better, and you haven’t got any 
brother, you know.’ 

‘ I was just going to,’ said Chesterford. ‘Jack, you 
will be, won’t you ? You must’ 

‘Of course 1 will,’ said Jack. ‘All the same weVe 
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all awfully jealous of you, you know, for carrying 
Dodo off/ 

*So you ought to be/ said he enthusiastically. 
‘Why, Tm almost jealous of myself. But now go 
and talk to Dodo, if she wants you. 

The sight of Chesterford with Dodo made Jack 
groan in spirit. He had accepted Dodo's rejection 
of him as quite final, and he never intended to open 
that closed book again. But this was too horrible. 
He felt a genuine impulse of pure compassion for 
Chesterford, and an irritated disgust for Dodo. 
Dodo was an admirable comrade, and, for some, 
he thought, an admirable wife. But the idea of 
her in comradeship with Chesterford was too absurd, 
and if she could never be his comrade, by what 

perversity of fate was it that she was going to 

% 

become his wife? Jack’s serenity was quite gone, 
and he wondered what had become of it. All he 
was conscious of was a chafing refusal to acquiesce 
just yet, and the anticipation of a somewhat intimate 
talk with Dodo. He felt half inclined to run away 
from the house, and not see her again, and as he 
followed her up to her room, he began to think that 
his wisdom had followed his serenity. After all, if 
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he asked her again about her resolution to marry 
Chesterford, what was he doing but continuing the 
conversation they had in the Park that morning, in 
which Dodo herself had taken the initiative. ‘ These 
things are on the knees of the gods,’ thought Jack to 
himself piously, as the door of Dodo’s room closed 
behind him. Dodo threw herself down in a low arm- 
chair with an air of weariness. 

‘Gk> on talking to me. Jack,’ she said. ‘Interest 
me, soothe me, make me angry if you like. Chester- 
ford’s very nice. Don’t you like him immensely? 
I do,' 

Jack fidgeted, lit a match and blew it out again. 
Really it was not his fault that the conversation was 
going to be on this subject He again laid the re- 
sponsibility on the knees of the gods. Then he said, — 
* 

‘Dodo, is this irrevocable? Are you determined 
to marry this man? I swear I don’t ask you for 
any selfish reasons, but only because I am sincerely 
anxious for your happiness and his. It is a con- 
founded liberty I am taking, but I sha'n't apologise 
for it I know that it isn’t any business of mine, 
but I risk your displeasure.’ 

Dodo was looking at him steadily. Her breath 
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came rather quickly, and the look of weariness had 
left her face. 

* Jack,’ she said, ‘don’t say this sort of thing to me 
again. You are quite right, it is a confounded liberty, 
as you say. I shall do as i please in this matter. 
Ah, Jack, don't be angry with me,' she went on as 
he shrugged his shoulders, and half turned away. ‘ I 
know you are sincere, but I must do it I want to 
be safe. I want to be married. Chesterford is very 
safe. Jack, old boy, don't make me quarrel with 
you. You are the best friend I have, but I’m sure 
you're wrong about this.' 

She rose and stood by him, and laid one hand 
on his as it lay on the mantelpiece. He did not 
answer her. He was disappointed and baffled. 
Then she turned away from him, and suddenly 
threw up her arms. 

‘Oh, my God,’ she said, ‘I don’t know what to 
do. It isn’t my fault that I am made like this. I 
want to know v/hat love is, and I can’t — I can’t 
You say I shall make him unhappy, and I don't 
want to do that I don’t believe I shall. Jack, 
why did you come here suggesting these horrible 
things ? ’ 
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There was a great anger in her voice, and she 

stood trembling before him. 

Just then the door opened, and a middle-aged lady 
walked in. She did not seem at all surprised. N5- 
body who had known Dodo long was often surprised. 

She walked up to Dodo and kissed her. 

* I came late,* she said, * and your mother said you 
were in your room, so I came up to congratulate you 
with all my heart.* 

‘ Thank you very much,* said Dodo, returning the 
kiss. ‘Jack, do you know Mrs Vivian? — Mr 
Broxton.* 

Mrs Vivian bowed, and Jack bowed, and then 
nobody seemed quite to know what to say next 
Mrs Vivian recovered herself first. 

‘I wish you would show me the necklace Lord 
Chesterford has given you,’ she said to Dodo. ‘ Mrs 
Vane said the diamonds were magnificent’ 

‘ Certainly, I will fetch it,* said Dodo, with unusual 
docility. ‘ Don’t go away, Jack.* 

Dodo left the room, and Mrs Vivian turned to 
Jack. 

‘ My dear young man,* she said, ‘ I am old enough 
to be your mother, and you mustn’t mind what I am 
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going to say. This sort of thing won't do at all. I 
know who you are perfectly well, and I warn you 
that you are playing with fire. You were at liberty 
to do so before Dodo was engaged, and I daresay 
you have burned your fipgers already. Several 
young men have — but now it won't do. Besides 
that, it isn't fair on either Chesterford or Dodo 
herself.’ 

Jack wanted to think ‘what an impertinent old 
woman,’ but there was something in her manner 
that forbade it. 

‘I believe you are right,’ he said simply; ‘but it 
wasn't wholly my fault' 

Then he felt angry with himself for having 
shifted any of the blame on to Dodo. 

‘ Honi soiV, said the other ambiguously. ‘ I don't 
mean that — Ah, here is Dodo.’ 

The diamonds were duly shown and admired, 
and the three went downstairs again. 

Mrs Vivian took her leave shortly. She was 
very gracious to Jack, and as they parted she 
said, — 

‘Come and see me at any time; I should like 
to talk to you. Here is my address.’ 
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Jack sought Mrs Vane to inquire who Mrs 
Vivian was. Mrs Vane was even more effusive 
than usual. 

*Oh, she is quite one of our leading people/ sh« 
said. ‘ She has not been in London, or, in fact, in 
England for two years. She was unhappily married. 
Her husband was a scamp, and after his death she 
suddenly left London, and has only just returned. 
She is quite an extraordinary woman — everyone 
used to rave about her. She never gave herself airs, 
but somehow she was more looked up to than 
anyone else. Quite royal in fact I feel immensely 
honoured by her presence here. I hardly dared to 
ask her — so fascinating, and so clever.’ 

Dodo came up to Jack before he left. 

‘Jack,’ she said, ‘I was angry with you, and I 
am sorry. Don’t bear me malice. If Mrs Vivian 
had not come in, I should have said something 
abominable. I am afraid of her. I don’t quite 
know why. She always seems to be taking stock 
of one, and noticing how very small one is. Don’t 
forget to-morrow. We’re all going oh a water-party 
at Richmond. Mind you come.’ 

think I had better not/ said Jack bluntly. 
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Dodo lifted her eyebrows in surprise that may 
have been genuine. 

‘ Why not ? ’ she asked. 

Jack had no reasonable answer to give her. 

‘ What did Mrs Vivian say to you ? ' asked Dodo 
suddenly. 

Jack paused. 

‘A few polite nothings/ he said; ‘and half the 
royal motto. Mrs Vane said she was quite royal, 
which, of course, explains it" 

‘I can’t conceive what you’re talking about,’ re- 
marked Dodo. ‘It seems to me to be sheer non- 
sense.* 

Jack smiled. 

'On the whole, I think it is sheer nonsense/ he 
said. ‘Yes, I’ll come.* 

Dodo swept him the prettiest little curtsey. 

‘ How good of you/ she said. ‘Good-night, Jack 
Don’t be cross, it really isn’t worth while, and you 
can behave so prettily if you like. Oh, such a nice 
gentleman ! * 

‘ No, I expect it isn’t worth while/ said Jack. 



CHAPTER IIL 


^^HERE is a particular beauty about the Thames 
^ valley for which you may search for years else- 
where, and not find ; a splendid lavishness in the way 
that the woods are cast down broadcast along the river, 
and a princely extravagance of thick lush hayfields, 
that seem determined not to leave a spare inch of 
land between them and the water. The whole scene 
has been constructed with a noble disregard of 
expense, in the way of water, land and warm wood- 
land air. The tall, clean-limbed beech-trees have 
room to stretch their great, lazy arms without being 
prosecuted for their clumsy trespasses, and the 
squirrels that chatter at you from their green houses 
seem to have a quite unusual sleekness about them, 
and their insolent criticisms to each other about your 
walk, and general personal unattractiveness, are in- 
spired by a larger share of animal spirits than those 
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of other squirrels. As you row gently up in the 
middle of the stream, you may see a heron standing in 
die shallows, too lazy to fish, too supremely confident 
to mind the approach of anything so inferior as your- 
self, and from the cool shadow of the woods, you may 
hear an old cock pheasant talking to himself, and not 
troubling to practise a new and original method of 
rocketing in June, for he knows that his time is not 
yet 

At this time of year, too, you need not trouble to 
look round, to see if there are large boats full of noisy 
people bearing down on you ; like the pheasant, their 
time is not yet. But now and then the long strings of 
creamy bubbles appearing on the deep, quiet water 
and a sound rich in associations of cool plunges into 
frothy streams, warns you that a lock is near. And 
above you may see some small village clustering down 
to the river’s edge, to drink of its sweet coolness, or a 
couple of shaggy-footed cart-horses, looking with mild 
wonder at this unexpected method of locomotion, 
lifting tlieir dripping noses from the bright gravellv 
shallows to stare at you, before they proceed to fiqish 
their evening watering. 

Dodo was very fond of the Thames vall^, and 
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she really enjoyed giving up a day of June in London 
to the woods and waters. They were to start quite 
early in the morning, Dodo explained, and everyone 
was to wear their very oldest clothes, for they were 
going to play ducks and drakes, and drink milk in 
dairies, and pick buttercups, and get entirely covered 
with freckles. Dodo herself never freckled, and she 
was conscious of looking rather better for a slight 
touch of sun, and it would be very dear of Mrs 
Vivian if she would come too, if she didn't mind 
being silly all day ; and, if so, would she call for them, 
as they were on her way. Chesterford, of course, was 
going, and Jack, and Maud and her mother; it was 
quite a small party ; and wasn't Jack a dear? 

Mrs Vane had got hold of a certain idea about Mrs 
* Vivian, distinctly founded on fact She was one of 
those women who cannot help making an impression. 
How it is done, or exactly what it is, one would be 
puzzled to define, but everyone noticed when she 
came into a room, and was aware when she went out. 
It was not her personal appearance, for she was short 
rather than tall, stout rather than graceful, and cer- 
tainly middle-aged rather than young. Dodo has 
mentioned the effect she produced on her, and many 
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people felt in the same way that Mrs Vivian was 
somehow on a higher plane than they, that her mind 
was cast in a larger mould. Happily for our peace 
of mind such people are not very common ; most of 
our fellow-men are luckily ^uch on the same level, 
and they are not more than units among units. But 
Mrs Vivian was much more than a unit. Dodo had 
said of her that she was two or three at least. And 
evidently nothing was further from Mrs Vivian’s 
wishes than trying to make an impression, in fact, the 
very impressive element was rather due to her ex- 
treme naturalness. We are most of us so accustomed 
to see people behave, and to behave ourselves, in a 
manner not quite natural, that to see anyone who 
never does so, is in itself calculatdi to make one 
rather nervous. 

Mrs Vivian evidently intended to take her life up 
again at the point where she had left off, so to 
speak — in other words, at the period before her 
marriage. Of her husband, perhaps, the less said 
the better. He died, owing to an accident, after ten 
years of married unhappiness, and left Mrs Vivian 
poorer than she had been before. After his death 
she had travelled abroad for two years, and then 
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returned to England to live with her sister, who 
had married a rich judge and kept house rather 
magnificently in Prince’s Gate. Lady Fuller had 
always disapproved of her sister’s marriage, and she 
was heartily glad to see; her well quit of her hus- 
band, and, on her return to England, received her 
with open arms, and begged her, on behalf of her 
husband and herself, to make their home hers. Mrs 
Vivian accordingly settled down in the ‘extremely 
commodious ’ house in Prince’s Gate, and, as I said, 
took up her life where it had left off. A standing 
grievance that her husband had had with her was, 
that she interested herself in the poor, and in the 
East End slums, that she went to cabmen’s shelters, 
and espoused the cause of overdriven factory girls. 
He had told her that it was meddling with other 
people’s business ; that nothing was so objectionable 
as an assumption of charitable airs; that a woman 
who went to balls and dinner-parties was a hypocrite 
if she pretended to care about the state of the poor, 
and that she only did it because she wished to ap- 
pear unlike other people. But he altogether failed 
to perceive that her actions were entirely uninfluenced 
by the impression they were to make, and mistook 
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her extreme naturalness for the subtlest affectation. 
However, Mrs Vivian resolutely banished from her 
mind the remembrance of those ten years, and 
being unable to think of her husband with tender- 
ness or affection, she preferred to forget her married 
life altogethei. The Vanes had been their neigh- 
bours in the country for many years, and she had 
known Dodo since she was a child. Dodo had 
once asked to accompany her in her visits to the 
East End, and had been immensely struck by what 
she saw, and determined to be charitable too. This 
sort of thing seemed extremely chic to Dodo’s 
observant mind. So she took up a factory of 
miserable match-girls, and asked them all to tea, 
and got Mrs Vivian to promise her help ; but when 
the afternoon came. Dodo particularly wished to 
go to a morning concert, and on Mrs Vivian’s 
arrival she found, indeed, plenty of match-girls, but 
no Dodo. Dodo came back later and made herself 
extremely fascinating. She kissed the cleanest of 
the girls, and patted the rest on the shoulder, and 
sang several delightful little French songs to them 
to her own accompaniment on the banjo, and 
thanked Mrs Vivian for being ‘such a dear about 
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the slums/ But on the next occasion when she 
had nothing to do, and called on Mrs Vivian 
to ask to be taken to another of those ‘darling 
little slums/ Mrs Vivian hinted that, though she 
would be charmed tp take her, she thought 
that Dodo had perhaps forgotten that the Four- 
in-hand Club met that day in Hyde Park. Dodo 
had forgotten it, and, as she had bespoken the 
box seat on one of her friends' coaches, she 
hurried home again, feeling it freshly borne in 
upon her that Mrs Vivian thought sue was very 
contemptible indeed. 

Altogether Mrs Vivian knew Dodo well, and when 
«he went home that evening, she thought a good deal 
about the approaching marriage. She was glad to 
have had that occasion of speaking to Jack, he seemed 
to her to be worth doing it for. She knew that she 
ran the risk of being told, in chillingly polite English, 
that she was stepping outside her province, and that 
Jack did not belong to the East End class who 
welcomed any charitable hand ; but she had a remark- 
ably keen eye, and her intuitive perception told her 
at once that Jack’s sense of the justice of her remark 
would stifle any feeling he might have that she was 
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officious and meddlesome, and the event had justified 
her decision. 

In the course of the next few days she met Jack 
several times. They both went to the water-party 
Dodo spoke of, and she took the opportunity to 
cultivate his acquaintance. 

They were sitting on the bank of the river below 
the Cliveden woods, a little apart from the others, 
and she felt that as he had behaved so well, she 
owed him some apology. 

‘ It was very nice of you, Mr Broxton,* she said, ‘ to 
be so polite to me last night To tell you the truth, 1 
did know you, though you didn't know me. I was 
an old friend of your mother's, but I hadn't time to 
explain that, and you were good enough to take me 
without explanations, I always wonder what our 
attitude towards old friends of our mothers ought to 
be. I really don't see why they should have any 
claim upon one,* 

Jack laughed. 

‘The fact was that I knew you were right as 
soon as you spoke to me, though I wanted to 
resent it. I had been putting it differently to myself ; 
that was why I spoke to Dodo.' 


D 
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*Tell me more/ she said. ‘From the momen- 
tary glance I had of you and her, I thought you 
had been remonstrating with her, and she had been 
objecting. I don’t blame you for remonstrating in 
the general way. Dodo’s conduct used not to be 
always blameless. But it looked private, and that 
was what I did object to. I daresay you think 
me a tiresome, impertinent, old woman.* 

Jack felt more strongly than ever that this woman 
could not help being well-bred in whatever she did. 

* It sounds disloyal to one’s friends, I know,’ he said, 

‘ but it was because I really did care for both of them 
that I acted as I did. What will happen will be that 
he will continue to adore her, and by degrees she will 
begin to hate him. He will not commit suicide, and 
I don’t think Dodo will make a scandal. Her regard 
for appearances alone would prevent that. It would 
be a confession of failure.’ 

Mrs Vivian looked grave. 

‘ Did you tell Dodo this ? ’ 

More or less,’ he replied. ‘Except about the 
scandal and the suicide.’ 

Mrs Vivian’s large, grey, serious eyes twinkled witia 
some slight amusement 
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I think while I was about it I should have told her 
that too/ she said ; ‘ that*s the sort of argument that 
appeals to Dodo. You have to scream if you want 
her to listen to what she doesn’t want to hear. But I 
don’t think it was quite well judged of you, you 
know.’ 

‘ I think she ought to know it/ said Jack, ‘though I 
realise I ought to have been the last person to tell 
her, for several reasons.’ 

Mrs Vivian looked at him inquiringly. 

* You mean for fear of her putting a wrong construc- 
tion on it? I see,’ she said. 

Jack felt it could not have been more delicately 
done. 

‘ How did you know ? ’ he asked. 

‘ Oh,’ she said, ‘ that is the kind of intuition which 
is the only consolation we women have for getting 
old. We are put on the shelf, no doubt, after a certain 
age, but we get a habit of squinting down into the 
room below. That is the second time I have shown 
myself a meddling old woman, and you have treated 
me very nicely both times. I.^t us join the others. 
1 see tea is ready/ 

Dodo meanwhile had walked Chesterford off 
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among the green, cool woods that bordered the 
river. She had given Jack’s remarks a good deal 
of consideration, and, whether or no she felt that 
he was justified in them on present data, she de- 
termined that she would make the event falsify his 
predictions. Dodo had an unlimited capacity for 
interfering in the course of destiny. She devoted 
herself to her aims, whatever they might be, with a 
wonderful singleness of purpose, and since it is a 
fact that one usually gets what one wants in this 
world, if one tries hard enough, it followed that up 
to this time she had, on the whole, usually got her 
way. But she was now dealing with an unknown 
quantity, which she could not gauge. She had 
confessed to Jack her inability to understand what 
love meant, and it was with a certain sense of mis- 
giving that she felt that her answers for the future 
would be expressed in terms of that unknown 
quantity ‘x.* To Dodo’s concrete mind this was 
somewhat discouraging, but she determined to do 
her best to reduce things to an equation in which 
the value of ‘x’ could be found in terms of some 
of those many symbols which she did know. 

Dodo had an inexhaustible fund of vivacity, which 
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was a very useful instrument to her ; like a watch- 
key that fits all watches, she was able to apply it 
as required to very different pieces of mechanism. 
When she wished to do honour to a melancholy 
occasion, for instance, her viyacity turned any slight 
feeling of sorrow she had into hysterical weeping; 
when the occasion was joyful, it became a torrent 
of delightful nonsense. To-day the occasion was 
distinctly joyful. She had a large sense of success. 
Chesterford was really a very desirable lover;:; his 
immense wealth answered exactly the requirements 
of Dodo’s, wishes. Furthermore, he was safe and 
easily satisfied; the day was charming; Jack was 
there; she had had a very good lunch, and was 
shortly going to have a very good tea ; and Chester- 
ford had given orders for his yacht to be in readi- 
ness to take them off for a delightful honeymoon, 
directly after their marriage — in short, all her cir- 
cumstances were wholly satisfactory. She had 
said to him after lunch, as they were sitting on 
the grass, ‘Come away into those delicious woods, 
and leave these stupid people here,’ and he was 
radiant in consequence, for, to tell the truth, she 
had been rather indulgent of his company than 
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e^ger for it the last day or two. She was in the 
highest spirits as they strolled away. 

‘Oh do give me a cigarette/ she said, as soon 
as they had got out of sight .‘I didn’t dare' 
smoke with that Vivian woman there. Chester- 
ford, I am frightened of her. She is as bad as the 
Inquisition, or that odious man in Browning who 
used to walk about, and tell the king if anything 
happened. I am sure she puts it down in a book 
whenever I say anything I shouldn’t You know 
that’s so tantalising. It is a sort of challenge to 
be improper. Chesterford, if you put down in a 
book anything I do wrong, I swear I shall go to 
the bad altogether/ 

To Chesterford this seemed the most attractive 
nonsense that ever flowed from female lips. 

*Why, you can’t do anything wrong, Dodo/ he 
said simply ; ‘ at least not what I think wrong. 
And what does it matter what other people 
think?’ 

Dodo patted his hand, and blew him a kiss 
approvingly. 

‘That’s quite right/ she said; ‘bear that in 
mind and we shall never have a quarrel Chester- 
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ford, we won’t quarrel at all, will we? Everybody 
else does, I suppose, now and then, and that proves 
it’s vulgar. Mrs Vivian used to quarrel with h^ 
husband, so she’s vulgar. Oh, Vm so glad she’s 
vulgar. I sha’n’t care how much she looks at me 
now. Bother! I believe it was only her husband 
who used to swear at her. Never mind, he must 
have been vulgar to do that, and she must have 
vulgar tastes to have married a vulgar person. 1 
don’t think I’m vulgar, do you? Really, it’s a 
tremendous relief to have found out that she’s 
vulgar. But I am afraid I shall forget it when I 
see her again. You must remind me. You must 
point at her and say V, if you can manage it Or 
are you afraid of her too?’ 

‘Oh, never mind Mrs Vivian,’ said he, ‘she can 
wait’ 

‘That’s what she’s always doing,’ said Dodo. ‘Wait- 
ing and watching with large serious eyes. I can’t 
think why she does it, for she doesn’t make use of it 
afterwards. Now when I know something discredit- 
able of a person, if I dislike him, I tell eveiybody 
else, and if I like him, I tell him that I know all 
about it, and I am so sorry for him. Then he thinks 



$6 DODO. 

you are charming aQd sympathetic, and you have a 
devoted admirer for life.' 

Chesterford laughed. He had no desire to in- 
terrupt this rapid monologue of Dodo’s. He was' 
quite content to play the part of the Greek 
chorus. 

‘ I’m going to sit down here,* continued Dodo. 
^Do you mind my smoking cigarettes? I’m not 
sure that it is in good form, but I mean to make it 
so. I want to be the fashion. Would you like your 
wife to be the fashion ? * 

He bent over her as she sat with her head back, 
smiling up at him, 

* My darling,’ he said, * do you know, I really don’t 
C2tre a straw whether you are the fashion or not, as 
long as you are satisfied. You might stand on your 
head in Piccadilly if you liked, and I would come and 
stand too. All I care about is that you are you, and 
that you have made me the happiest man on God’s 
earth.’ 

Dodo was conscious again of the presence of this 
unknown quantity. She would much prefer striking 
it out altogether; it seemed to have quite an un- 
reasonable preponderance. 
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Chesterford did not usually make jokes, in fact she 
had never heard him make one before, and his remark 
about standing on his head, seemed to be only ac- 
counted for by this perplexing factor. Dodo had 
read about love in poems and novels, and had seen 
something of it, too, but it remained a puzzle to her. 
She hoped her calculations might not prove distress- 
ingly incorrect owing to this inconvenient factor. 
But she laughed with her habitual sincerity, and 
replied, — 

‘ What a good idea ; let’s do it to-morrow morning. 
Will ten suit you ? We can let windows in all the 
houses round. Fm sure there would be a crowd to 
see us. It really would be interesting, though per- 
haps not a very practical thing to do. I wonder if 
Mrs Vivian would come. She would put down a 
very large bad mark to me for that, but I shall tell 
her it was your suggestion.’ 

Chesterford laughed with pure pleasure. 

‘Dodo,’ he said, ‘you are not fair on Mrs Vivlln. 
She is a very good woman.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t doubt that,’ said Dodo, ‘but you see 
being good doesn’t necessarily make one a pleasant 
companion. Now, I'm not a bit good, but you must 
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confess you would rather talk to me than to the 
Vivian/ 

‘Oh, you are different,’ said he rapturously, ‘You 
are Dodo/ 

Dodo smiled contentedly — this man was so easy to 
please^ She had felt some slight dismay at Jack's 
ill-omened prophecies, but Jack was preposterously 
wrong about this. 

They rejoined the others in course of time. Dodo 
made fearful ravages on the eatables, and after tea 
she suddenly announced, — 

‘ Mrs Vivian, Tm going to smoke a cigarette. Do 
you feel dreadfully shocked ? ' 

Mrs Vivian laughed. 

‘My dear Dodo, I should never venture to be 
shocked at anything you did. You are so complete 
that I should be afraid to spoil you utterly, if I tried 
to suggest corrections.’ 

Dodo lit a cigarette with a slightly defiant air. 
Mrs Vivian’s manner had been entirely sincere, but 
she felt the same sort of resentment that a prisoner 
might feel if the executioner made sarcastic remarks 
to him. She looked on Mrs Vivian as a sort of walk- 
ing Inquisition. 
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‘ My darling Dodo/ murmured Mrs Vane, ‘ I do 
so wish you would not smoke, it will ruin y9ur teeth 
entirely.* 

Dodo turned to Mrs Vivian. 

‘That means you think it would be very easy to 
spoil me, as you call it/ 

‘Not at all/ said that lady. ‘ I don't understand 
you, that’s all, and I might be pulling out the key- 
stone of the arch unawares. Not that I suppose your 
character depends upon your smoking/ 

Dodo leaned back and laughed. 

‘ Oh, this is too dreadfully subtle/ she exclaimed, 
* I want to unbend my mind. Chesterford, come and 
talk to me, you are deliciously unbending/ 



CHAPTER IV. 

T ORD and Lady Chesterford were expected home 
on the 6th of December. The marriage took 
place late in August, and they had gone off on the 
yacht directly afterwards, in order to spend a few 
warm months in the Mediterranean. Dodo had written 
home occasionally to Mrs Vane, and now and then to 
Jack. To Jack her letters had never been more than 
a word or two, simply saying that they were enjoying 
themselves enormously, and that Jack had been hope- 
lessly wrong. Mrs Vane also had much reason to be 
satisfied. She had spent her autumn in a variety of 
fashionable watering-places, where her dresses had 
always been the awe and wonder of the town; she 
had met many acquaintances, to whom she had 
poured out her rapture over Dodo’s marriage ; had 
declared that Chesterford was most charming, and 

that he and Dodo were quite another Adam and Eve 

6o 
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in Paradise, and that she was really quite jealous of 
Dodo. When they left England, they had intended 
to spend the winter abroad and not* come back till 
February, but early in December a telegram had 
arrived at Winston, Lord Chesterford’s country 
house, saying that they would be back in ten days. 
About the same time Jack received a letter, saying 
that their change of plans was solely owing to the 
fact that Dodo was rather tired of the sea, and the 
weather was bad, and that she had never been so 
happy in her life. Dodo’s eagerness to assure Jack 
of this struck him as being in rather bad taste. She 
ought to have entirely ignored his warnings. The 
happiness of a newly-married woman ought to be so 
absorbing, as to make her be unaware of the exist- 
ence of other people ; and this consciousness in 
Dodo of her triumphant superiority of knowledge, 
led him to suppose he was right rather than wrong. 
He was unfeignedly sorry not to be sure that she 
had been right. When he told Dodo that he wished 
to be jealous of Chesterford, he was quite sincere. 
Since he could not have Dodo himself, at any rate 
let her make someone happy. Dodo also informed 
him that they were going to have a house-party that 
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Christmas and that he must come, and she had 
asked Mrs Vivian, to show that she wasn’t afraid of 
her any longer,* and that Maud was coming, and she 
wished Jack would marry her. Then followed a 
dozen other names belonging to Dodo's private and 
particular set, who had all been rather disgusted at 
her marrying what they chose to call a Philistine. 
It had been quite hoped that she would marry Jack. 
Jack was not a Philistine at all, though the fact of 
his having proposed to her remained a secret 
Maud, on the other hand, was a Philistine ; and it 
was one of Dodo's merits that she did not drop 
those who originally had claims on her, when she 
became the fashion. She was constantly trying to 
bring Maud into notice, but Maud resisted the 
most well-meant shoves. She had none of Dodo's 
vivacity and talents ; in fact, her talents lay chiefly in 
the direction of arranging the places at a dinner- 
party, and in doing a great deal of unnecessary 
worsted work. What happened to her worsted work 
nobody ever knew. It was chiefly remarkable for 
its predominance of its irregularities, and a sugges- 
tion of damaged goods about it, in consequence of 
much handling. To Dodo it seemed an incredible 
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stupidity that anyone should do worsted work, or, 
if tiiey did do it, not do it well. She used to tell 
Maud that it was done much more cheaply in shops, 
and much better. Then Maud would drop it for 
a time, and take to playing the piano, but that was 
even more oppressively stupid to Dodo’s mind than 
the worsted work. Maud had a perfect genius for 
not letting her right hand know what her left hand 
was doing, a principle which was abhorrent to Dodo 
in every application. The consequence of all this 
was, that Dodo was apt to regard her sister as 
a failure, though she still, as in the present instance, 
liked giving Maud what she considered a helping 
hand. It must be confessed that Dodo’s efforts 
were not altogether unselfish. She liked her en- 
vironment to be as great a success as herself, as it 
thus added to her own completeness, just as a 
picture looks better in a good frame than in a 
shabby one. Maud, however, had no desire to be 
a success. She was perfectly happy to sit in the 
background and do the worsted work. She longed 
to be let alone. At times she would make her escape 
to the iron works and try to cultivate the domestic 
virtues in attending to her father. She thought 
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with a kind of envy of the daughters of country 
clergymen, whose mediocre piano-playing was in- 
valuable to penny readings and village concerts, 
and for whose worsted work there was a constant 
demand, in view of old women and alms-houses. 
She had hoped that Dodo’s slumming experiences 
would bring her into connection with this side of 
life, and had dispensed tea and buns with a kind 
of rapture on the occasion of Dodo's tea-party, but 
her sister had dropped her slums, as we have seen, at 
this point, and Maud was too shy and uninitiative to 
take them up alone. She had an excellent heart, 
but excellent hearts were out of place in Mrs Vane's 
establishment Dodo had confessed her inability to 
deal with them. 

Dodo’s general invitation to Jack was speedily 
followed by a special one from Winston, naming the 
first week in January as the time of the party. Jack 
was met on his arrival by Chesterford, and as they 
drove back the latter gave him particulars about 
the party in the house. 

‘They are chiefly Dodo’s friends,’ he said. ‘Do 
you know. Jack, except for you, I think I am rather 
afraid of Dodo's friends, they are so dreadfully clever, 
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you know. Of course they are all very charming, 
but they talk about character. Now I don’t care to 
talk about character. 1 know a good man when I 
see him, and that’s all that matters as far as I can 
judge. Dodo was saying last* night that her potenti- 
ality for good was really much stronger than her 
potentiality for evil, and that her potentiality for evil 
was only skin deep, and they all laughed, and said 
they didn’t believe it. And Dodo said, “Ask Ches- 
terford if it isn’t,” and God only knows what I said.* 

Jack laughed. 

* Poor old fellow,* he said, ‘ you and I will go to the 
smoking-room, and talk about nothing at all subtle. 
I don’t like subtleties either.’ 

‘Ah, but they expect great things of you,’ said 
Chesterford ruefully. ‘Dodo was saying you were 
an apostle. Are you an apostle. Jack? * 

‘Oh, that’s only a nickname of Dodo’s,* he said, 
smiling. ‘ But who are these dreadfully clever 
people?* 

* Oh, there’s Ledgers, you know him, I sjappose, and 
a Miss Edith Staines, and a girl whom I don’t know, 
called Miss Grantham, whom Ledgers said, when she 
was out of the room last night, that he had “discovered.’* 



66 DODO. 

What he meant Heaven knows. Then there’s Maud) 
who is a nice girl. She went round to the keeper’s 
with me this afternoon, and played with the baby. 
Then there’s Bertie Arbuthnot, and I think that’s all’ 

Jack laughed. 

‘I don’t think we need mind them,’ he said. 

* Well form a square to resist cavalry.’ 

‘Bertie’s the best of the lot,’ said Chesterford, ‘and 
they laugh at him rather, I think. But he is quite 
unconscious of it’ 

They drove on in silence a little way. Then 
Chesterford said, — 

‘Jack, Dodo makes me the happiest of men. I 
am afraid sometimes that she is too clever, and 
wishes I was more so, but it makes no differ- 
ence. Last night, as 1 was in the smoking-room 
she sent to say she wanted to see me, and I 
went up. She said that she wanted to talk to me, 
now she had got rid of all those tiresome people, and 
said so many charming things that I got quite con- 
ceited, and had to stop her. I often wonder, Jack, 
what 1 have done to deserve her. And she went on 
talking about our yachting, and those months in 
London when we were first engaged, and she told 
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me to go on smoking, and she would have a cigar- 
ette too. And we sat on talking, till I saw she was 
tired, and then I went away, though she would 
hardly let me.* 

This communication had only the effect of making 
Jack rather uncomfortable. Knowing what he did, 
he knew that this was not all genuine on Dodo’s part 
It was obviously an effort to keep it up, to use a 
vulgar term. And since it was not all genuine, the 
doubt occurred as to whether any of it was. Jack 
had a profound belief in Dodo’s dramatic talents. 
That the need for keeping it up had appeared 
already was an alarming symptom, but the real 
tragedy would begin on that day when Dodo 
first failed to do so. And from that moment Jack 
regarded his prophecy as certain to be fulfilled. 
The overture had begun, and in course of time 
the curtain would rise on a grim performance. 

They drove up to the door, and entered the 
large oak-panelled hall, hung all round with por- 
traits of the family. The night was cold, and 
there was a fire sparkling in the wide, open grate. 
As they entered, an old collie, who was enjoying 
the fruits of a well-spent life on the hearthn^, 



68 


DODO. 


stretched his great, tawny limbs, and shoved a 
welcoming nose into Chesterford’s hand. This 
produced heart-burnings of the keenest order in 
the mind of a small fox-terrier pup, who ' con- 
sisted mainly of head and legs, which latter he 
evidently considered at present more • as a pre- 
ventive towards walking, than an aid. Being un- 
able to reach his hand the puppy contented himself 
with sprawling over his boots and making vague 
snaps at the collie. It was characteristic of 
Chesterford that all animals liked him. He had 
a tender regard for the feelings of anything that 
was dependent on him. Dodo thought this almost 
inexplicable. She disliked to see animals in pain, 
because they usually howled, but the dumb anguish 
of a dog who considers himself neglected, conveyed 
nothing to her. From within a door to the right, 
came sounds of talking and laughter. 

There was something pathetic in the sight of this 
beautiful home, and its owner standing with his 
back to the fire, as Jack divested himself of his coat 
Chesterford was so completely happy, so terribly 
unconscious of what Jack felt sure was going on. 
He looked the model of the typical Ei^lish gentle- 
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man, with his tall stature and well-bred face. 
Jack remembered passing on the road a labourer 
who was turning into his cottage. The firelight 
had thrown a bright ray across the snow -covered 
road, and inside he had ^caught a momentary 
glimpse of the wife with a baby in her arms, 
and a couple of girls la3dng the table-cloth. He 
remembered afresh Dodo’s remark about waiting 
until the chimney smoked, and devoutly hoped 
that the chimney of this well-appointed house was 
in good order, 

Chesterford led the way to the drawing-room 
door, and pushed it open for Jack to enter. Dodo 
was sitting at the tea-table, talking to some half- 
dozen people who were grouped round her. 

As Jack entered, she rose and came towards him 
with a smile of welcome. 

‘Ah, Jack,’ she said, ‘this is delightful; I am 
tremendously glad to see you ! Let's see, whom do 
you know ? May I introduce you to Miss Grantham ? 
Mr Broxton. I think you know everybody else. 
Chesterford, come here and sit by me at once. 
You’ve been an age away. I expect you’ve been 
getting into mischie£’ She wheeled a chair up {ct 
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him, and planted him down in it. He looked radi- 
antly happy. 

‘ Now, Jack,* she went on, ‘ tell us what you’ve been 
doing all these months. It’s years since we saw' you. 
I think you look all right No signs of breaking 
down yet I hoped you would have gone into a rapid 
consumption, because I was married, but it doesft't 
seem to have made jny difference to anybody except 
Chesterford and me. Jack, don't you think I shall 
make an excellent matron? I shall get Maud to 
teach me some of her crochet-stitches. Have you 
ever been here before ? Chesterford, you shut it up, 
didn’t you, for several years, until you thought of 
bringing me here? Sugar, Jack? Two lumps? 
Chesterford, you mustn’t eat sugar, you’re getting 
quite fat already, You must obey me, you 
know. You promised to love, honour and obey. 
Oh, no; I did that However, sugar is bad for 
you.* 

‘Dodo keeps a tight hand on me you see,’ said 
Chesterford, from the depths of his chair. *Dodo, 
give me the sugar, or we shall quarrel’ 

Dodo laughed charmingly. 

‘ He would quarrel with his own wife for a lump erf 
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sugar/^aid Dodo dramatically ; ' but she wonH: quarrel 
with him. Take it then ! ' 

She glanced at Jack for a moment as she said this, 
but Jack was talking to Miss Grantham, and either 
did not see, or did not seem to. Jack had a pleasant 
impression of light hair, darlc grey eyes and a very 
fa^r complexion. But somehow it produced no more 
effect on him, than do those classical profiles which 
are commoner on the lids of chocolate boxes than 
elsewhere. Her ‘discoverer’ was sitting in a chair 
next her, talking to her with something of the air of 
a showman exhibiting the tricks of his performing 
bear. His manner seemed to say, ‘ See what an intel- 
ligent animal.* The full sublimity of Lord Ledgers’ 
remark had not struck him till that moment 

Miss Grantham was delivering herself of a variety 
of opinions in a high, penetrating voice. 

‘Oh, did you never hear him sing last year?’ she 
was saying to Lord Ledgers. ‘Mr Broxton, you 
most have heard him. He has the most lovely voice. 
He simply sings into your inside. You feel as if 
someone had got hold of your heart, and was stroking 
it Don’t you know how some sounds produce that 
effect? I went with Dodo once. She simply wept 
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floods, but I was too far gone for that He had put 
a little stopper on my tear-bottle, and though I was 
dying to cry, I couldn’t* 

* I always wonder how sorry we are when we cry,* 
said Lord Ledgers in a smooth, low voice. ‘ It 
always strikes me that the people who don’t cry 
probably feel most* 

^ Oh, you are a horrid, unfeeling monster,* remarked 
Miss Grantham ; ‘ that’s what comes of being a man. 
Just because you are not in the habit of crying your- 
self, you think that you have all the emotions, but 
stoically repress them. Now I cultivate emotions. 
I would walk ten miles any day in order to have an 
emotion. Wouldn’t you, Mr Broxton ? * 

‘ It obviously depends on what sort of emotion I 
should find when I walked there,’ said Jack. ‘There 
are some emotions that I would walk further to avoid.’ 

‘ Oh, of course, the common emotions, “ the litany 
things,” as Dodo calls them,’ said Miss Grantham, 
dismissing them lightly with a wave of her hand. 
‘But what I like is a nice, little, sad emotion that 
makes you feel so melancholy you don’t know what 
to do with yourself. I don’t mean deaths and that 
sort of thing, but seeing someone you love being 
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dreadfully unhappy and extremely prosperous at the 
same time/ 

‘ But it’s rather expensive for the people you love/ 
said Jack. 

^Oh, we must all make sacrifices/ said Miss 
Grantham. ‘ it^s quite worth while if you gratify your 
friends. ‘I would not mind being acutely unhappy, 
if I could dissect my own emotions and have them 
photographed and sent round to my friends.’ 

* What a charming album we might all make/ said 
Lord Ledgers. ‘Page i. Miss Grantham’s heart in 
the acute stage. Page 2. Mortification setting in. 
Page 3. The lachrymatory gland permanently closed 
by a tenor voice.* 

‘ Poor old Chesterford/ thought Jack, ‘ this is rather 
hard on him.* 

But Chesterford was not to be pitied just now. 
Dodo was devoting her exclusive conversation to him 
in defiance of her duties as hostess. She was re- 
counting to him how she had spent every moment ol 
his absence at the station. Certainly she was keep- 
ing it up magnificently at present 

‘And Mrs Vivian comes to-morrow/ she was just 
saying. ‘ You like ha*, don’t you, Chesterford ? You 
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mast be awfully good to her, and tdke her to see all 
the drunken idlers in the village. That will be dear 
of yoa. It’s just what she likes. She has a sort of 
passion for drunken cabmen, who- stamp on their 
wives. If you stamped on me a little every evening, 
she would cultivate you to any extent Shall I lie 
down on the floor for you to begin ? ’ 

Chesterford leant back in his chair in a kind of 
ecstasy. 

* Ah, Dodo,’ he said, * you are wonderfully good to 
me. But I must go and write two notes before 
dinner ; and you must amuse your guests. I am very 
glad Jack has come. He is a very good chap. But 
don’t make him an apostle.' 

Dodo laughed. 

' I shall make a little golden hoop for him 
like the apostles in the Arundels, and another 
for you, and when nobody else is there, you can 
take them off, and play hoops with them. I ex- 
pect the apostles did that when they went for 
a. -NHaJiiu ■'iow weai It round & halt, 

coUld you?’ 

Miss Grantham instantly annexed Doda 
*Dod&,’ she said, 'come and take my part. 
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These gentlemen say that you shouldn’t cultivate 
emotions/ 

‘No, not that quite,’ corrected Jack. *I said 
it was expensive for your friends if they had to 
make themselves miserablq, in order to afford 
food for your emotions.’ 

‘Now, isn’t that selfish?’ said Miss Grantham, 
with the air of a martyr at the stake. ‘Here 
am I ready to be drawn and quartered for any- 
one’s amusement, and you tell me you are sorry 
for your part, but that it costs too much. Maud, 
come off that sofa, and take up the daggers for a 
too unselfish wcrman.* 

‘ I expect I don’t know much about these things,* 
said Maud. 

‘No; Maud would not go further than wrapping 
herself in a winding-sheet of blue worsted,’ remarked 
Dodo incisively. 

Maud flushed a little. 

*Oh, Dodo!*’ she exclaimed deprecatingly. 

‘It’s no use hitting Maud,’ said Dodo pensively. 
‘You might as well hit a feather bed. Now, if 
yon hit Jack, he will hit back.’ 

‘Well, I’d prefer you hit me,’ said Jack, ‘than 
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that you should hit anyone " who can’t hit 

l^k.* 

‘Can’t you see that I have determined not to 
hit feather beds/ said Dodo in a- low tone, ‘ Really, 
Jack, you do me an iiyustice.’ 

Jack looked up at her quickly. 

‘Do you say that already?’ he asked. 

‘ Oh, if you are going to whisper, I shall whisper 
too,’ remarked Miss Grantham calmly. ‘ Lord 
Ledgers, I want to tell you a secret* 

‘I was only telling Jack he was stupid,’ said 
Dodo. ‘I thought I would spare him before you 
all, but I see I have to explain. * Have you seen 
Bertie yet. Jack? He’s in the smoking-room, I 
think. Edith Staines is probably there too. She 
always smokes after tea, and Chesterford doesn’t 
like it in the drawing-room. You know her, don’t 
you? She’s writing a symphony or something, and 
she’s no use except at meal-times, I expect she 
will play it us afterwards. We must make Bertie 
sing too. There’s the dressing-bell. I’m going 
to be gorgeous to-night in honour of you. Jack.’ 

Jack found himself making a quantity of reflec- 
tions, when he retired to his room that night He 
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became aware that he had enjoyed himself more 
that evening, than he had done for a very long 
time. He questioned himself as to when he had 
enjoyed himself so much, and he was distinctly 
perturbed to find that the answer was, when he 
had last spent an evening with Dodo. He had 
formed an excellent habit of being exactingly 
honest with himself, and he concluded that Dodo’s 
presence had been the cause of it. It was a 
very unpleasant blow to him. He had accepted 
her refusal with an honest determination to get 
over it He had not moped, nor pined, nor 
striven, nor cried. He had no intentions of dying 
of a broken heart, but the stubborn fact remained 
that Dodo exercised an unpleasantly strong influ- 
ence over him. He could have repeated without 
effort all she had said, that night She had hot 
said anything particularly remarkably but somehow 
he felt that the most striking utterances of other 
men and women would have not produced any 
such effect on him. It really was very inconvenient 
Dodo had married a man who adored her, for 
whom she did not care two pins’ heads, and this 
man was one of his oldest friends. Decidedly 
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there was something left-handed about this particu- 
lar disposition of destiny. And the worst of it was 
that Chesterford was being hopelessly duped. About 
that he felt no doubt Dodo’s acting was so remark- 
ably life-like, that he mistook it at present for reality. 
But tlie play must end sometime, and the sequel 
was too dark and involved to be lightly followed 
out He could not conceive why this elaborate 
drama on Dodo’s part did not disgust him more. 
He wished he had been deceived by it himself, but 
having been behind the scenes, he had seen Dodo, 
as it were, in the green-room, putting on the rouge 
and powder. But failing that, he wished that a 
wholesome impulse of disgust and contempt had 
superseded his previous feelings with regard to 
her. But he believed with her that under the 
circumstances it was the best thing to do. The 
marriage was^a grand mistake, true, but given that, 
was not this simply so many weeks of unhappiness 
saved? Then he had an immense pity for Dodo’s 
original mistake. She had told him once that she was 
no more responsible for her philosophy than for the fact 
that she happened to be five foot eight in height, and 
had black eyes and black hair. * It was Nature’s doing,’ 
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she had said ; ‘ go and quarrel with her, but don't 
blame me. If I had made myself, I should have 
given myself a high ideal ; I should have had some- 
thing to live up to. Now, I have no ideal The 
whole system of things se§ms to me such an im- 
mense puzzle, that I have given up trying to find a 
solution I know what I like, and what I dislike. 
Can you blame me for choosing the one, and avoiding 
the other? 1 like wealth and success, and society 
and admiration. In a degree I have secured them, 
and the more I secure them the more reason I 
have to be satisfied. To do otherwise would be 
like putting on boots that were too large for me 
— ^they are excellent for other people, but not 
for me. I cannot accept ideals that I don’t feel 
I can understand them, and I can sympathise with 
them, and I can and do wish they were mine; 
but, as Nature has denied me theui^ I must make 
the best of what I have.* 

Jack felt hopeless against this kind of reasoning, 
and. angry with himself for letting this woman 
have such dominion over him. In a measure he 
felt himself capable of views bounded by a horizon 
not so selfishly fatalistic, and the idea of the 
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smoking chimney in the cottage did not seem to 
matter, provided that Dodo was sitting on the 
other side of the hearthrug. He would willingly 
have sacrificed anything else, to allow himself to 
give full reins to his fought on this point But 
the grand barrier which stood between him and 
Dodo, was not so much her refusal of him, but 
the existence of her husband. At this Jack pulled 
himself up sharp. There are certain feelings of 
loyalty, that still rank above all other emotions. 
Miss Grantham would certainly have classed such 
among the litany things. There was nothing 
heroic about it It simply consisted in a sturdy 
refusal to transgress, even in vaguest thought, a code 
which deals with the most ordinary and common- 
place virtues and vices. There is nothing heroic 
in a street boy passing by the baker’s cart with- 
out a grab the loaves, and it sounds almost 
puritanical to forbid him to cast a glance at them, 
or inhale a sniff of their warm fragrance, ‘ Certainly 
this side of morality is remarkably dull,* thought 
Jack; and the worst of it is, that it is not only 
dull but difficult With practice most of us could 
become a Simeon Stylites, provided we are gifted 







with a steady head, and a constitution that defies 

showers. It is th^ commonplace acts of loyalty, 

« 

the ordinary and rational demands of friendship 
and society, that are so dreadfully taxing to most 
of as who have the misfortune not to be bom 

ft 

saints. Then Jack began to feel ill-used. ‘Why 
the deuce should Chesterford be born a marquis 
and not I? What has he done to have a title 
and a fortune and Dodo that I have been given 
the chance to do?’ It stmck him that his re- 
flections were deplorably commonplace, and that 
his position ought to be made much more of. 
He wondered whether this sort of situation was 
always so flat In novels there is always a touch 
of the heroic in the faithful friend who is loyal to 
his cousin, and steadily avoids his cousin’s wife; 
but here he was in identically the same situation, 
feeling not at all heroic, but only ^ discontented 
and quarrelsome with this ill -managed world. 
Decidedly he would go to bed. 

Owing to a certain habit that he had formed 
early In life he slept soundly, and morning found 
him not only alive, but remarkably well and hearty, 
and with a certain eagerness to follow up what 

F 
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he had thought out on the previous night He 

was in an excellently-managed hotisehold, which 

imposed no rules on its inhabitants except that 

they should do what they felt most inclined to 

do; he was in congenial company, and his digestion 
« 

was good. It is distressing how important those 
material matters are to us. The deeper emotions 
do but form a kind of background to our coarser 
needs. We come down in the morning feeling 
rather miserable, but we eat an excellent break- 
fast and, in spite of ourselves, we are obliged to 
confess that we feel distinctly better. 

As Jack crossed the hall, he met a footman 
cariying a breakfast-tray into the drawing-room. 
The door was half open, and there came from 
within the sounds of vigorous piano-playing, and 
now and then a bar or two of music sung in a 
rich, alto voice. These tokens seemed to indicate 
that Miss Edith Staines was taking her breakfast 
at the |>iana Jack found himself smiling at the 

thought; it was a great treat to find anyone so 

* 

uaiformly in character as Miss Staines evidently 
was. He turned into the dining-room, where he 
found Miss Grantham sitting at the table aloiM. 
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Dodo was lolling in a great chair by the fire, and 
there were signs that Lord Chesterford had already 
breakfasted. Dodo was nursing a little Persian 
kitten with immense tenderness. Apparently she 
had been disagreeing with Miss Grantham on some* 
point, and had made the kitten into a sort of 
arbitrator. 

‘Oh, you dear kitten,* she was saying, ‘you must 
agree with me, if you think it over. Now, sup- 
posing you were very fond of a tom-cat that had 
only the woodshed to lie in, and another very 
presentable tom belonging to the Queen came — 
Ah, Jack, here you are. Chesterford’s breakfasted, 
and there’s going to be a shoot to-day over the 
home covers. Edith is composing and breakfast- 
ing. She says she has an idea So Grantie and 
I are going to bring you lunch to the keeper’s 
cottage at half-past one.’ 

‘And Bertie?’ asked Jack. 

‘ Oh, you must get Edith to tell you what 
Bertie’s going to do. Perhaps she’ll want him to 
turn over the pages for her, or give her spootibi\s 
of egg and bacon, while she does her music. He’s 
in the drawing-room now. Edith’s appropriated 
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him. She usually does appropriate somebody. We 
told Chesterford to get Btitie to come if pos^le, 
but Edith’s leave is necessary. Maud is going to 
meet Mrs Vivian, who comes this afternoon, and, 

• as she has some shopping to do, she will lunch 
in Harchester, and drive out afterwards; Ledgers 
has* had a telegram, and has made a blasphemous * 
departure for town. He comes back this evening.’ 

*Well, Dodo,' remarked Miss Grantham, ‘now 
let’s go on with what we were discussing. Mr 
Broxton will make a much better umpire than that 
kitten.* 

‘ Oh, shut up, Grantie,' said Dodo, with fine 
candour, ‘Jack agrees with neither of us.’ 

‘Tell me what it is,’ said Jack, ‘and then I'll 
promise to agree with somebody.’ 

‘I don’t care about your agreeing with me,* said 
Miss Grantham. ‘I know I’m right, so it doesn’t 
signify what anybody else thinks.’ 

Miss Grantham, it may be noticed, showed some 
signs of being ruffled. 

‘Oh, now, Grantie’s angry,’ said Dodo. ‘Grantie, 
do be amiable. Call her Grantie; Jack,’ she added 
with feelii^. 
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‘Dodo, darling,* said Miss Grantham, ‘ you’re 
really foolish now and then. Vm perfectly amiable. 
But, you know, if you don’t care for a man at 
all, and he does care for you a great deal, it’s sure 
• to be a failure. I can’t thiqk of any instance just 
now, but I know I’m right’ 

Dodo looked up and caught Jack’s eye for a 
moment Then she turned to Miss Grantham. 

‘ Dear Grantie, please shut up. It’s no use trying 
to convince me. I know a case in point just the 
other way, but I am not at liberty to mention it 
Am I, Jack?’ 

‘ If you mean the same as the case I’m thinking 
of, certainly not,’ said Jack. 

‘ Well, I’m sure this is very pleasant for me,’ said 
Miss Grantham, in high, cool tones. 

At this moment a shrill voice called Dodo from 
the drawing-room. 

‘Dodo, Dodo,’ it cried, ‘the man’s brought me 
two tepid poached eggs! Do send me something 
else. Is there such a thing as a grilled bone?’ 

These remarks were speedily followed up by 
the appearance of Miss Staines at the dining-room 
door. In one hand she held the despised 
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in the other a quire of music paper. Behind her 
followed a footman with her breakfast-tray, in 
excusable ignorance as to what ^ was required of 
him. 

‘ Dear Dodo,* she went on, ‘ you know when • 
Tm composing a symphony I want something more 
exciting than tw:o poached eggs. Mr Broxton, I 
know, will take my side. You couldn't eat poached 
^gs at a ball — could you? They might do very 
well for a funeral march or a nocturne, but they 
won't do for a symphony, especially for the scherzo. 

A brandy-and-soda and a grilled bone is what one 
really wants for a scherzo, only that would be quite 
out of the question.* 

Edith Staines talked in a loud, determined voice, 
and emphasised her points with little dashes and 
flourishes of the dish of poached eggs. At this 
moment one of them flew on to the floor and ex- 
ploded But it is an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good, and at any rate this relieved the footman 
from his state of indecision. His immediate mis- 
sion was clearly to remove it 

Dodo threw herself back in her chair with a 
peal of laughter. 



DODO. 07 . 

‘ Go on, go on,’ she cried, " you are too splendid 
Tell us what you write the presto on.* 

‘ I caii’t waste another moment,’ said Edith. ‘ I’m 
in the middle of the most entrancing motif, which 
is working out beautifully. Do you mind my 
smoking in the drawing-room ? I am awfully 
sorry, but it makes all the difference to my work. 
Burn* a little incense there afterwards. Do send* 
me a bone. Dodo. Come and hear me play the 
scherzo later on. It’s the best thing I’ve ever done 
Oh, by the way, I telegraphed to Herr Truffen to 
come to-morrow — he’s my conductor, you know. 
You can put him up in the village or the coal-hole, 
if you like. He’s quite happy if he gets enough 
beer. He’s my German conductor, you know. I 
made him entirely. I took him to the Princess 
the other day when I was at Aix, and we all 
had beer together in the verandah of the Beau 
Site. You’ll be amused with him.’ 

‘Oh, rather,’ said Dodo; ‘that will be all right 
He can sleep in the house. Will he come early 
to-mprrow ? Let’s see — ^to-morrow’s Sunday. Edith, 
I’ve got an idea. We’ll have a dear little service 
in the house — we can’t go to church if it snows— 
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and you shall play your mass, and Herr What’s- 
his*name shall conduct, and ^ Bertie, and Grantie, 
and you and I will sing. Won’t it be Ipvely? 
You and I will settle all that this afternoon. 
Telegraph to Truffler, or whatever his name is, 
to come by the eight-twenty. Then he’ll be 
here by twelve, and we’ll have the service at a 
quarter past* 

‘ Dodo, that will be grand,’ said Edith. * I can't 
wait now. Good-bye. Hurry up my breakfast — 
I’m awfully sharp-set’ 

Edith went back to the drawing-room, whistling 
in a particularly shrill manner. 

’ Oh, did you ever ! ’ said Dodo, who was laughing 
feebly in. her chair. ‘Edith really is splendid. She 
is so dreadfully sure of herself, and she tells you so. 
And she does talk so loud — it goes right through 
your head like a chirping canary. Chesterford 
can’t bear her.’ 

Jack laughed 

^She was giving him advice about the manage- 
ment of his kennels .at dinner last night,’ he said. 
‘I heard her say to him impressively, as she left 
the rooin» “Try brimstone.” It took Chesterford 
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at least five minutes to recover. He was dreadfully 
depressed.* 

* He must take Mrs Vivian in to-night/ said Dodo, 
‘Youll hear them talking about slums, and over- 
crowding, and marriage among minors, and the 
best cure for dipsomaniacs. The other night they 
were talking about someone called "Charlie,** affec- 
tionately but gravely, and I supposed they meant 
your brother, Jack, but it was the second laundress’s 
young man. Oh, they shook their heads over 
him.* 

‘I don’t think common people are at all in- 
teresting,* said Miss Grantham. ‘They only think 
about things to eat, and heaven, and three acres, 
and funerals.’ 

She had by this time finished her breakfast, and 
stood warming her back in a gentlemanly manner 
by the fire. 

The door opened and Lord Chesterford came 
in. 

‘Morning, Jack,* he said, ‘what a lazy chap 3^u 
are. It’s half-past ten, and you’re still breakfast- 
ing. Dodo, what a beastly smell of smoke.’ 

‘Oh, it’s Edith,’ remarked Dodo. *‘You mustn’t 
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mind her, dear. You know she’s doing a symphony, 
and she has to smoke to keep the inspiration 
going. Dear old boy, you are so sweet about 
these things; you've never made a fuss since I 
knew you first You look very nice this morning. 

I wish I could dress in a homespun Norfolk jacket 
and knickerbockers. Grantie and 1 are going to 
bring yon lunch. What should you like? You’d 
better have some champag^ne. Don’t step in that 
dear; it will make your nice, brown boots 
all beastly. It’s awfully cold. You’d better have 
two bottles. Tell Raikes to send you two. Chester- 
ford, I wish you’d tell Raikes to cut off the end of 
his nose. I’m always afraid he’ll hit me with it when 
he hands things. He might have it grafted into 
his chin, you know ; he hasn’t got any chin. Jack, 
have you finished? Yes, you’d better start We’ll 
meet you at the bothy. I’ll go and ask Edith if 
she can spare Bertie.’ 

‘What does she want Bertie for?’ said Chester- 
ford. 

‘Oh, I expect she’ll let him come,’ remarked 
Dodo; ‘she’s really busy this morning. She’s 
bemi composing since a quarter past eight’ 
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Dodo went across the hall and opened the draw- 
ing-room door. Edith was completely absorbed in 
her work. The grilled bone lay untouched on a 
small table by the piano. Bertie was sitting before 
the fire. 

‘ Bertie/ said Dodo, ^ are you coming shooting ? * 

This woke Edith up. 

‘ Ob, it’s splendid,’ she said. ‘ Dodo, listen to 
this.’ 

She ran her hands over the piano, and then 
brote out into a quick, rippling scherza The 
music flew on, as if all the winds of heaven were 
blowing it ; then it slowed down, halted a moment, 
and repeated itself till Dodo burst out : ‘ Oh, Edith, 
it’s lovely ! I want to dance.’ She wheeled a table 
out of the way, kicked a chair across the room, and 
began turning and twisting with breathless rapidity. 
Her graceful figure looked admirable in the quick 
movements of her impromptu dance. Bertie thought 
he had never seen anything so deliciously fresh. 
Dodo danced with peculiar abandon. Every inch 
of her moved in perfect time and harmony to the 
music 

She had caught up a thin, Indian shawl from 
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one. of the sofas, and passed it behind her back, 
round her head, this way and that, bending, till 
at one moment it swept the ground in front of her, 
and at another flew in beautiful curves high above 
her head, till ' at last the music stopped, and she 
threw herself down exhausted in an arm-chair. 

‘ Oh, that was glorious,’ she panted. . Edith, you 
are a genius. I never felt like that before. I didn’t 
dance at all, it was the music that danced, and 
pulled me along with it’ 

‘That was the best compliment my music has 
ever received,’ said Edith. ‘ That scherzo was meant 
to make you want to dance. Now, Dodo, could I 
have done that after eating two poached eggs?* 
‘You may have grilled bones seven times a day,' 
said Dodo, ‘if you’ll compose another scherzo.’ 

‘ I wanted a name for the symphony,’ said Edith, 
‘and I shall call it the “ Dodo.” That’s a great 
honour. Dodo. Now, if you only feel miserable 
during the “Andante,” I shall be satisfied. But 
you came about something else, I forget what’ 

‘ Oh, about Bertie. Is he coming shooting ? * 

‘I wish it was right for women to shoot/ said 

do €uoo\. Ym at \iome, and there’s 
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no one thore. Anyhow I couldn’t to-day. I must 

finish this. Dodo, if you are going to take lunch 

to them, ril come with you, if you don’t go too 

early. You know this musjc makes me perfectly 

wild, but it can’t be done on poached eggs. Now 

« 

set me down at the Handel Festiv^, and I’ll be 
content with high tea, cold meat and muffins, you 
know. Handel always reminds me of high tea, 
particularly the muffins. He must have written the 
“Messiah” between tea and dinner on Sunday 
evening, after an afternoon service in summer. 
Tve often thought of taking the Salvation Army 
hymn-book and working the tunes up into fugual 
choruses, and publishing them as a lost work of 
Handel’s, Noah, or Zebedee’s children, or the Five 
Foolish Virgins. I don’t believe anyone would 
know the difference.’ 

Dodo was turning over the leaves of Edith’s score 
book. 

* I give it up,’ she . said at last ; ‘ you are such 
a jumble of opposites. You sit down and write a 
Sanctus, which makes one feel as if one wants to 
be a Roman Catholic archbisho’p, and all the time 
yoa are smoking cigarettes and eating grilled bone.’ 
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‘Oh, everyone’s a jumble of opposites,’ Edith, 
‘ uiien you come to look at -them. It’s only because 
my opposites are superficial, that you notice them. 
A Sanctus is only a form of expression for thoughts 
which everyone has, even though their tastes appear 
to lie in the music-hall line; and music is an in- 
telligible way of expressing those thoughts. Most 
people are born dumb with regard to their emotions, 
and you therefore conclude that they haven’t got 
any, or that they are expressed by their ordinary 
actions.’ 

‘ No, it’s not that,’ said Dodo. ‘ What I mean is 
that your Sanctus emphasises an emotion I should 
think you felt very little.’ 

M ! * said Edith with surprise. * My dear Dodo, 
you surely know me better than that Just because 
I don’t believe that grilled bones are necessarily 
inconsistent with deep religious feeling, you assume 
that I haven’t got the feeling.’ 

Dodo laughed, 

* I suppose one associates the champions of religion 
vdth proselytising,’ she said. ‘ You don’t proselytise, 
you know.’ 

* No furtist does,’ said Edith ; ‘ it's their business 
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to produce — to give the world an opportunity of 
forming conclusions, not to preach their own con- 
clusions to the world/ 

‘Yes; but your music is the expression of yoiir 
conclusions, isn't it?* 

% 

‘Yes; but I don't argue about it, and try to 
convert the world to it If someone says to me, 
“ I don’t know what you mean ! Handel sedTms to 
me infinitely more satisfactory,” I can understand 
him, I simply say, “ For Heaven's sake, then, 
why don't you go to hear Handel? Why leave 
a creed that satisfies you ? ” Music is a conviction, 
but Handel's music has nothing to do with my 
convictions, nor mine with Handers/ 

Edith sat down sternly, and buried herself in 
her convictionSb 



CHAPTER V. 

T T was a perfect winter’s day, and when, two hours 
afterwards. Dodo and the others drove off to 
meet the shooting - party, the grass in the shadov^ 
was still crisp with the light, hoar frost, but where 
the sun had touched it, the fields were covered with 
a moist radiance. It had just begun to melt the 
little pieces of ice that hung from the bare, 
pendulous twigs of the birch-trees, and send them 
shivering to the ground. Through the brown 
bracket! you could hear the startled scuttle of the 
rabbit, or the quick tapping of a pheasant, who had 
realised that schemes were on foot against him. A 
night of hard frost had turned the wheel-ruts into 
little waves and billows of frozen mud, which the 
carriage wheels levelled as they passed over them. 

^ ,Thqr caught up the shooting - party shortly 
before lunch, and, as it was cold, Edith and Dodo 
got out, leaving Miss Grantham, who preferred 
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Edith. ‘You know I get frightfully attached U 
someone about three times a week, and after that t 
never think of any of them again. It isn’t that 
I get tired of them, but somebody else turns up, 
and I want to know him tob. There are usually 
several good points about everyone, and they show 
those to new acquaintances first; after that, you 
find something in them you don’t like, so the best 
thing is to try somebody else.’ 

*Oh, that depends on the people,’ said Dodo 
meditatively. ‘Some people wear well, you know, 
and those improve on acquaintance. Now I don’t 
The first time a man sees me, he usually thinks 
« I’m charming, and sympathetic, and lively. Well, 
so I am, to do myself justice. That remains all 
through. But it turns* out that I’ve got a bad 
« temper, that I smoke and swear, and only amuse 
myself. Then they begin to think they rated me 
too high at first, and if they happen to be people 
who wear well themselves, it is just then that yon 
begin to like them, which is annoying. So one 
goes on, disgusting the people one wants to like, 
md pleasing people whom one doesn’t like at all, 
It’s fate I suppose. 
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i)odo plucked a piece of dead bracken, 
and pulled it to bits with a somewhat serious 
air. 

^You oughtn’t to complain, Dodo,’ said Edith. 

* You’re married to a« man who, I am sure, wears 
well, as you call it, though it’s a dreadfully coarse 
expression, and he doesn’t seem to get tired of 
you. I always wonder whether it*s really worth 
while trotting oneself out or analysing one’s nature 
in this way. I don’t think it is. It makes one feel 
small and stupid.’ 

* Ah, but it’s better to do it yourself, than to 
feel that other people think you small and stupid,’ 
said Dodo. * That’s disagreeable if you like. Wait ^ 
till Mrs Vivian comes, and she’ll do it for you. 
She’s the only person whQ makes me feel really 
cheap — about three halfpence a dozen, including, 
the box.’ 

*Oh, but she won’t make me feel small,’ said 
Edith coolly, ^because I’m not small really. It’ 
only myself that makes me feel small’ 

^ I don’t think I should call you morbidly modest, 
said Dodo.* ’But here’s ,the keeper^5 cottage. Tm 
awfully hungry. I hope they’ve brought some 
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p&U. Don’t you like p&(i? Of course one’s very 
sorry for the poor, diseased goose with a bad in- 
side, but there are so many other things to think 
about besides diseased geese, that it doesn’t signify 
much. Come on, Chesterford, they can count the 
dead things afterwards. Grantie’s waiting. Jack, 
pick up that pheasant by you. Have you shot 
well? Look at the sun through those fir-trees — 
isn’t it lovely? Edith, why aren’t we two mce, 
little simple painters who could sit down, and 
be happy to paint that, instead of turning our- 
selves inside out? But, after all, you know, one 
is much more interesting than anybody or any- 
thing else, at least I am. Aren’t you? What 
a blessing it is One didn’t happen to be bom a 
fool!’ 

Dodo was sitting alone late in the afternoon. 
The shooting-party had come back, and dispersed 
to their rooms to wash and dress. ‘You all look 
remarkably dirty and funny,* Dodo had said when 
they came in, ‘and you, had better have tea sent 
up to you. Does shooting bring on the insjpira- 
tion, Edith? Take a bath.’ 

Edith had gone up to her room, after insisting 
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on having two of Dodo’s bottles of eau>de-col<^e 
in her hot bath. * There is nothing so refreshing/ 
she said, * and you come out feeling like a goddess.’ 
Certainly Edith looked anything like a goddess just 
now. Her hat was pushed rakishly on to the side 
of h^ head, there was a suggestion of missing 
hair-pins about her hair; she wafted with her 
about the room a fine odour of tobacco and 
gunpowder ; she had burned her dress with a 
fusee head that had fallen off; her boots were 
large and unlaced, and curiously dirty, and her 
hands were black with smoke and oil, and had 
a sort of trimming in the way of small feathers 
and little patches of blood. Decidedly, if she 
came out feeling or looking like a goddess, the 
prescription ought to want no more convincing 
testimonial. But she insisted she had never en- 
joyed herself so much, she talked, and screamed, 
and laughed as if nothing serious had occurred 
since breakfast. As Dodo sat in the drawing- 
room, opening a few letters and skipping all 

• 

except the shortest paragraphs in the Times^ 
she l^eard the noise of wheels outside, and hurried 
into the. hall to meet Mrs Vivian. Somdiow she 
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looked forward to Mrs Vivian's coming with a 
good deal of pleasure and- interest She was 
aware that another strain in the house might* ^ 
be advisable. •Bertie and Jack, and Miss Gran- 
tham and Edith, were all somewhat on the same 
lines. Personally she very much preferred those 
lines ; and it was chiefly for her husband’s 

sake, that she wanted the new arrival Lord 

Chesterford had done his duty nobly, but Dodo’s 
observant eye saw how great an effort it was to 

him ; at lunch he had been silent, at tea even 

more so. Dodo acknowledged that Edith had 
relieved the party from any sense of the neces- 
sity of supporting conversation, but it was ob- 
vious to her that Chesterford was hopelessly out 
of his dement, and she felt a keen desire to 
please him. She had sat by him after lunch, as 
they smoked and talked, before resuming the 
shooting, and Dodo had patted his hand and 
called him a ^ dear old darling ’ when nobody 
happened to be listening, but she had a distinct 
sense of effort all day in attending to him, and 
enjoying the company of the others as much as 
she wished There was certdniy a wemt of 
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ance in tiie party, and Mrs Vivian’s weight 
-w^id tend to ke^ things even. Dodo had 
'even aronsed herself to a spasmodic interest in 
the new curate, but Lord Chesteribrd had exhibited 
such unmistakable surprise at this new departure, 
that she at onde> fell back on the easier and 
simpler expedient of blowing smoke rings at him, 
and drinking out of the same glass by mistake. 

. Mrs Vivian was extremely gracious, and appar- 
ently very much pleased to see Dodo. She kissed 
her on both cheeks, and shook both her hands, 
and said what a pleasant drive she had had with 
dear Maud, and she hoped Lord Chesterford was 
as Well and happy as Dodo appeared to be, anrl 
they both deserved to be. 

‘And you must have a great talk with . me. 
Dodo,’ she said, * and tell me ail about your 
honeymoon.' 

Dodo was pleased and rather flattered. Appar- 
ently Mrs Vivian had left off thinking she was 
very small Anyhow, it was a good thing to 
have her. Lord Chesterforjl would be pleased to 
see her, and he was building some charming alms-, 
houses for old women, who appeared to Dodo to 
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be supremely uninteresting and very ugly. Dodo 
had a deep-rooted dislike of ugly things; unless 
they amused her very much. She could not bear 
babies. Babies had no profile, which seemed -to 
her a very lamentable deficiency, and they were 
not nearly so nice to play with as kittens, and • 
they always howled, unless they were eating or 
sleeping. But Mrs Vivian seemed to revel in ugly 
things. She was always talking to drunken cab- * 
men, or workhouse people, or dirty little boys who 
played in the gutter. Dodo’s cometic interest in 
the East End had been entirely due to her. That 
lady had a masterly and efficient way of manag- 
ing, that won Dodo’s immediate admiration, and 
had overcome for the moment her distaste for the 
necessary ugliness. Anything masterly always 
found a sympathetic audience in Dodo. Success 
was of such paramount importance in her eyes, 
that . even a successful organiser of days in the 
country for match-girls was to be admired, and 
even copied, provided the other circumstances of 
success were not too expensive. 

Mrs Vivian was a complete and immediate suc- 
cess on this occasion. Dodo made a quantity of 
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mental notes on the best way to behave, when you 
have the misfortune to become middle-aged and 
rather plain. Everyone who already knew her 
seemed to consider her arrival as the last drop in 
their cup of happiness. Lord Chesterford, on enter- 
ing the room, had said, ‘My dear Mrs Vivian, 
this is too delightful of you. We are all charmed 
to see you,’ and he had sat down by her, and 
quite seemed to foi^et that Dodo was sitting on 
the other side of the fire. Jack also had, 
so to speak, flown into her arms. Dodo im- 
mediately resolved to make a friend of her; a 
person who could be as popular among the 
aristocracy, as she was among cabmen was dis- 
tinctly a person to cultivate. She decidedly wanted 
the receipt 

'It is so good of you. Dodo, to ask- me like 
this,’ said Mrs Vivian, when Dodo went and sat by 
her. ' It always seems to me a great compliment to 
ask people quietly to your house when only a few 
friends are there. If you have - a great houseful 
of people, it does not matter much whom you 
ask, but I mean to take this as a sign that you 
consider me an old friend.’ 
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Dodo was always quick at sedng what was 
requil^ of her. ' 

'Of course I do,’ she answered. 'Who are my 
old friends if you are not?’ 

'That is so nice of you,’ said Mrs Vivian. *I 
want to have a long talk witii you, and leam all 
about 3roa I am going to stay with your mother 
next week, and she will never forgive me unless 
I give a full and satisfactory account of you. 
Satisfactory it cannot help being.’ She looked 
across at Lord Chesterford, who was talking to 
Miss Grantham, and laughing politely at her 
apostolic jokes. ' Oh, Dodo, you ought to be 
very happy I’ 

Dodo felt that this was rather like the ten 

* 

minutes before dinner. ' She had a vague idea 
of telling . Chesterford to sound the gong, but she 
whs skilled at glances with meaning, and she 
resorted to this method. 

'Lord Chesterford tells me you have Miss 
Stmnes with you,’ continued Mrs Virian. 'I am 
so anxious to meet her. She has a wonderful 
fm* music, I hear.’ 

At this moment the sound of hurrying feet was 
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hjeard in the hall. The drawing-room door flew 
open and Edith entered. Dodo laughed inwardly 
and hopelessly. Edith began to talk at the top 
of her voice, before she was fairly inside the 
room. 

‘ Dodo, Dodo,’ she screamed, ‘ we must settle 
about the service at once. I have heard from 
Herr Truffen, and he will be here by twelve ; and 
we must have everything ready, and we’d better 
do my Mass in G flat ; on the whole it’s the easiest. 
.1 suppose you couldn’t hire four or five French 
horns in the village. If you could we might do the 
one in A ; but we must have them for the Gloria. 
We must have a practice to-night Have you got 
any musical footmen or housemaids?’ 

* Mrs Vivian, Miss Edith Staines,’ remarked Dodo 
sweetly. 

There was a moment’s silence, and then Dodo 
broke down. 

• Oh, Edith, you are a good chap ; isn’t she, Mrs 
Vivian? Mrs Vivian was just talking about you, 
and you came in so opportunely that, until you 
began talking about masses, I really thought you 
must be the other thing. • Oh, Chesterford, I 
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haven’t told you. We’re going to have a de- 
licious little service in the drawing-room to-morrow 
morning, and we are going to sing a Mass. Grantie 
can't possibly go to church in this weather, and 
Jack and Bertie are not as good about it as they 
might be, so you see it would be really remov- 
ing the temptation of not going to church, if we 
have church here, and can you sing, Mrs Vivian? 
Will you coipe, Chesterford? You might go to 
church first, and then come in here afterwards; 
that will be two services. How dreadfully unbear- 
ably conceited you will be all the afternoon. You 
might read the second lesson for us; no, I think 
I shall read both. Yes, Edith, I’ll come in a few 
minutes. I doirt know of any musical footmen. 
You might have them up one by one and make 
them sing scales, and Jack can try the housemaids’ 
voices. I’m awfully glad Herr Truffen is coming. 
He's a tremendous German swell, Mrs Vivian, and 
conducts at the Crystal Palace, and St James’s, and 
St Paul's and everywhere.' 

^That will be charming,’ said Mrs Vivian. 
shall certainly avail myself of it. Dodo, if 1 may, 
only I think I shall go to church first with Lord 
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Chesterford He has promised to show me all his 
schemes for the village. I think Maud means 
to go too. But if you will let me, I will go . to 
my . room, and write a few letters, and then you 
will be free to practise. It will be a great pleasure 
to hear your Mass, Miss Staines; I am very for- 
tunate in coming just in time.* 

‘ Really, Dodo,* said Edith, ‘ you ought to cultivate 
the musical talents of your estabiishment Last 
winter I was in the Pyrenees, and there was only 
an old sexton, who was also a charcoal burner, 
and my maid, and Charlie and his valet Eind his 
wife, but we had magnificent music, and a mid- 
night .service on New Year’s Eve. Charlie took 
tenor, and Sybil treble, and I alt<; and the sexton 
bass. You have no idea of the trouble it was 
to get the sexton to learn his part I had to hunt 
him up in those little brutal sheds, and thrust 
the book into his hand, and forbid him to eat 
chestnuts, and force him to drink porter and Spanish 
liquorice. Come on ; let’s begin.' 

The practice went off satisfactorily, and Edith 
expressed herself as pleased. She and Dodo then 
had a talk, to arrange what Dodo called the ' Play- 
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bill/ Dodo had settled to read the lessons, and 
wished to make a small selection of prayers, but 
there Edith had put her foot down. 

‘No, Dodo,* she said, ‘ you’re taking a wrong 
idea of it. I don’t believe you're serious. Now 
I am. I want to do this Mass because I believe 
we can do it well, but I haven't the least confidence 
in your reading prayers well, or caring at all about 
them. I am ^rather in doubt about the lessons, 
but I suppose we can have those.* 

It was distinctly news to Dodo that Edith was 
serious. For herself she had only wished to have 
a nice little amusement for Sunday morning, which, 
in Dodo's experience, was rather a tiresome time 
if you stopped at home, but on the whole prefer- 
able there than at a country church. But Edith 
was really in earnest whatever she did, whether it 
was shooting, or music, or playing lawn -tennis. 
Frivolity was the one charge she could not brook 
for a moment Her amusements might, indeed, be 
frivolous, but she did them with all her heart So 
the service was arranged to consist of a lesson, a 
Mass, and another lesson. Tfie choice of lessons 
was left to Dodo. Accordingly, next morning 
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Lord Qiesterford and Mrs Vivian drove off with 
Maud to eleven o’clock church, leaving the others 
still at breakfast. After that meal was over Dodo 
announced she was going to get the drawing-r6om 
ready. 

‘ We must move all the sofas out of the room, 
because they don't look religious,' she said ; ‘ and 
I shall cover up the picture of Venus and Adonis. 

I have got the sweetest little praying-table up- 
stairs, and a skull. Do you think we'd better have 
« 

the skull, Edith ? I think it makes one feel Sunday- 
like. I shall put the praying-table in the window, 
and shall read the lessons from there. Perhaps 
the skull might frighten old Truffler. I have 
found two dreadfully nice lessons. I quite forgot 
the Bible was such a good book. I think I shall 
go on with it One of them is about the bones 
in Ezekiel, which - were very dry — you know it — 
and the other is out; of the Revelations. I 
think — ’ 

‘Dodo,’ broke in Edith, ‘I don’t believe you’re 
a bit serious. You think it will be rather amus.-^ 
ing, and that’s all# If you’re not serious 1 sha’h’t 
come.' 
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‘Dear Edith/ said Dodo demurely, ‘Tm perfectly 
serious. 1 want it all to be just as nice as it 
can be. Do you think I should take all the. 
trouble with the praying - table and so on, if I 
wasn’t?’ 

*You want to make it dramatic,’ said Edith de- 
cidedly. ‘ Now, I mean it to be religious. * You are 
rather too dramatic at times, you know,* and this 
isn’t an occasion for it You can be* dramatic 
afterwards, if you like. Herr Truffen is awfully 
religious. I used to go with him to Roman 
Catholic services, and once to confession. I nearly 
became a Roman Catholic.’ 

‘ Oh, I should like to be a nice little nun,* said 
Dodo; ‘those black and white dresses are awfully 
becoming, with a dear trotty rosary, you know, on 
one side, and a twisty cord round one’s waist, and 
an almsbox. But I must go and arrange the 
drawing-room. Tell me * when your conductor 
comes. I hope he isn’t awfully German. Would 
|ie like some beer first? I think the piano is in 
tune. I suppose he’ll play, won’t he? Make him 
play a voluntary, when we come in. I’m afraid 
we can^ have a procession though.. That’s a pity 

H 
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Oh, I'm sorry, Edith. I’m really going, to be quite 
serious. I think it will be charming.’ 

Dodo completed her arrangements in good time, 
and forbore to make any more frivolous allusions 
to the service. She. was sitting in the drawing* 
room, regarding her preparations with a satisfied 
air, when Herr Truffen was announced. Dodo 
greeted him in the hall as if it was the most 
natural thing in the world that he' should be called 
upon to accompany Edith’s Mass. 

* 'We’re going to have service directly, if you’re 
ready. We want you to accompany Miss Staines’s 
Mass in G fiat, but you mustn’t take the Kyrie too 
quick, if you don’t mind. Bertie Arbuthnot’s sing- 
ing tenor, and he’s not very quick^are you, Bertie ? 
Oh, by the way, this is Bertie. His other name 
is Mr Arbuthnot’ 

Herr Trufifen was most gratified by so charm- 
ing an arrangement, and so great a musical tr^t. 
When Edith came down she greeted him eifu* 
sively. 

‘My dear Professor, this is delightful/ she said.^ 
' It’s quite like old times, isn’t it ? We’re going 
to do the Mass in G flat I wanted the one in A, 
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only there are no Frendi horns in the village 
— isn’t that benighted? And would yon believe it, 
Lady Chesterford has positively got not one musical 
footman/ 

Herr Truffen was a large, spectacled German, 
who made everyone else look unnecessarily under- 
sized. 

He laughed and fitted his fingers together with 
great nicety. 

‘ Aft we to begin at once ? * he asked. ‘ The 
congregation — haf they arrived?’ 

‘Oh, there is no congregation,’ explained Dodo; 
‘we are all performers. It is only a substitute for 
going to church. 1 hope you aren’t shocked; it 
was such a disgusting morning.’ 

‘Lady Chesterford is surely a congregation in. 
herself,’ remarked Herr Truffen, with elephantine 
elegance. 

‘ Lord Chesterford is coming by-and-by,’ continued 
Dodo. ‘He has gone to church. I don’t know 

whether he will be in time for the Mass.’ 

•• 

‘Then yon haf all the service in a little chapd 
here, no doubt,’ said the Professor. 

‘Oh no,’ sud Dodo; ‘we’re g&ing to have two 
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lessons and the Mass, and there isn’t a chapel, it’s 
only in the drawing-room. Tm going to read the 
lessons.’ 

Herr Truffen bowed with undiminished composure, 


and Dodo 

led the 

way 

back 

into 

the drawing- 

room. 






Miss Grantham 

and 

Jack 

were introduced, 

and Dodo 

took 

her 

place 

at 

the praying- 

table, and 

Herr 

Truffen at 

the 

piano. Dodo 

gave out 

the lesson, 

and 

read 

the copter 

through. 




. 

, 

‘Oh, it is nice!’ 

she 

exclaimed 

‘Sha’n’t I go 


on to the next chapter ? No, I think I won’t 

‘It would spoil the delightful impression of the 
very dry bones?’ interrogated Herr Truffen from 
the piano. ‘Ah, that is splendid; but you should 
hear it in the Fatherland tongue.’ 

‘Now, Dodo, come here,’ said Edith. ‘We must 
go on with this. You can discuss it afterwards. 
On the third beat Will you give us the time, 
Professor?* 

The Mass had scarcely begun when Lord Chester- 
ford came in, followed by Mrs* Vivian and Maud. 
The Professor, who evidently did not quite under- 
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Stand t6at he was merely a sort of organist, got up 
and shook hands all round with laboured cordiality. 
Edith grew impatient 

‘€k>me,’ she said, ‘3^00 mustn’t do that Re- 
member you are practically in church, Professor. 
Please begin again.’ 

‘Ah, I forgot for the moment,’ remarked the 
Professor; 'this beautiful room made me not re- 
member. Come — one, two. Ah, we must begin 
better than that Now, please.’ 

This time the start was made in real earnest 
Edith’s magnificent voice, and the Professor’s playing, 
would alone have been sufficient to make it effec- 
tive. The four performers knew their ‘ps^rts well, 
and when it was finished, there followed that silence 
which is so much more appreciative than applause. 
Then Herr Truffen turned to Edith. 

‘Ah, how you have improved,’ he said. ‘Who 
taught you this? It is beyond me. Perhaps you 
prayed and fasted, and then it came to you.’ 

As Edith had chiefly written the Mass while 
smoking cigarettes after a hearty breakfast, she 
merely smd, — 

‘How does anytUng come to one? It is part of 
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oqeself, as much as one’s arms and legs. But the 
service is not over yet’ 

Dodo meanwhile had gone back to the praying- 
table. 

‘ I can’t find it,’ she said, in a distracted whisper. 
‘ It’s a chapter in the Revelations about a grey horse 
and a white horse.’ . 

' Dodo,’ said Edith, in an awful voice. 

‘ Yes, dear,’ said Dodo. * Ah, here it is.’ 

Dodo read the chapter with infinite feeling hi her 
beautiful clear, full voice. 

Chesterford was charmed. He had not seen this 
side of Dodo before. Alter she had finished, he 
came and 'sat by her, while the others got up and 
began talking among themselves. 

‘Dodo,’ he said, ‘1 never knew yon cared about 
these things. What an unsympathetic brute I 
must seem to you. I never talked to you about 
such things, because I thought you did not care. 
Will you forgive me?’ 

‘I don’t think you need forgiveness much,’ said 
Dodo softly. ‘If you only knew — ’ she stopped 
and finished her sentence by a smile. 

‘Dodo,’ he said again, ‘I’ve often wanted to 
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suggest something to you, but I didn’t quite like 
ta Why don’t we have family prayers here? I 
might build a ‘little chapel.’ 

Dodo felt a sudden inclination -to laugh. Her 
aesthetic pleasure in the chapter of Revelations 
was gone. She felt annoyed and amused at this 
simple-minded man, who thought her so perfect, 
and ascribed such fatiguingly high interpretations 
to all her actions. He really was a little stupid 
and tiresome. He had broken up all her little 
pleasant thoughts. 

‘Oh, family prayers always strike me as rather 
ridiculous,’ she said, with a half yawn. A row of 
gaping servants are not conducive to the emotions.’ 

She got up and joined the other groups, and 
then suddenly became aware that, for the first 
time,. she had failed in her part Jack vras watch- 
ing her, and saw what had happened. Chester- 
ford had remained seated in the window, pulling 
his long, brown moustache, with a very percep- 
tible shade of annoyance on his face. Dodo felt 
a sudden impulse of anger with herself at her 
stupidity. She went back to Chesterford. 

•Dear old boy,’ she said, ‘I don’t know why I 
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said that I was thinking of something else 
I don’t know that I like family prayers very 
much. We used to have them at home, when 
my father was with us, and it .really was a trial 
to hear him read the Litany. I suppose it is 
that which has made me rather tired of them. 
Come and talk to the Professor.’ 

Then she went across to ^ck. 

‘Jack,’ she said, in a low voice, ‘don’t look as 
if you thought you were right’ 



CHAPTER Vl. 

% 

T HE same afternoon Chesterford took Mrs Vivian 
off to see ‘almshouses and drunkards/ as 
Dodo expressed it to Jack. She also told him 
that Edith and her Herr were playing a sort of 
chopsticks together, in the drawing-room. Maud 

had, as usual, effaced herself, and Bertie was con- 

« 

suming an alarming number, of cigarettes in the 

smoking-room, and pretending to write letters. 

It was natural, therefore, that when Jack strolled 
« 

into the hall, to see what was going on, he 
i^ould find Dodo there with her toes on the 
fender of the great fireplace, having banished the 
collie to find other quarters for himself. Dodo was 
making an effort to read, but she was not being 
very successful, afid hailed Jack’s entrance with 
evident pleasure. 


m 
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‘ Come along,’ she said ; * I sent the dog off, but 
I can find room for you. Sit here. Jack.’ 

She moved - her chair a little aside, and let him 
pass. 

‘I can’t think why a merciful providence sends 
us a day like this,’ she said. want to know 
whom it benefits to have a thick snowfall 
Listen at that, too,’ she added, as a great gust of 
wind swept round the corner of the house, and 
made a deep, roaring sound up in the heart of the 
chimney. 

‘It makes it all the more creditable in Chester- 
ford and Mrs Vivian to go to see the drunkards,’ 
remarked Jack. . 

‘ Oh, but that’s no credit,’ said Doda ‘ They 
like doing it, it gives them real pleasure. I don’t 
see why that should be any better, morally sprak* 
ing, than sitting here and talking. They are 
made that way, you and I are made this. We 
weren’t consulted, and we both follow onr in- 
clinations. Besides, they will have their reward, 
for they will have immense appetites at tea.’ 

‘ And mil give ns something to talk about 
now,’ remarked Jack lazily. 



DODO. 


las 


'Don’t yon like Grantie, Jack?’ asked Dodo 
presently. ‘She and Ledgers are talking about 
life and being in my room. I went to get a 
book from here, and the fire was so nice that I 
stopped.’ 

‘I wish Ledgers wouldn’t treat her like a men* 
agerie, and put her through her tricks,’ said Jack. 
'I think she is very attractive, but she belongs 
too much to a class.’ 

‘What class?’ demanded Doda 

‘Oh, the class that prides itself on not being 
of any class — ^the all things to all men class.’ 

‘ Oh, I belong to that,’ said Dodo. 

‘No, you don’t,’ said he. ‘You are all things 
to some men, I grant, but not to all.’ 

‘Oh, Jack, that’s a bad joke,’ said Dodo re- 
provingly. 

‘It’s quite serious all the same,’ said he. 

‘ I’m all things to the only man to whom it 
matters that I should be,’ saiid Dodo complacently. 

Jack felt rather disgusted. 

‘I wish you would not state things in that cold- 
blooded way,’ he said. ‘Your very frankness to me 
about it shows that you know toat it is an effort’ 
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*Yes/ she said, 'it is an effort sometimes, but 
I don’t think I want to talk about it You take 
things too ponderously. Don’t be ponderous; it 
doesn’t suit you in the least Besides, there’s 
nothing to be ponderous about’ 

Dodo turned in Her chair and looked Jack full 
in the face. Her face had a kind of triumph 
about it 

*I want to say something more,’ said* Jack. 

^Well, I’m magnanimous to-day,’ said Dodo. 
'Go on.’ 

'All you are doing,’ said he gravely, ‘is to keep 
up the original illusion he had about you. It is 
not any good keeping up an illusion, and think- 
ing you’re doing your whole duty.’ 

‘Jack, that’s enough,’ said Dodo, with a certain 
finality in her tone. ‘If you go on, Jrou may 
make me distrust myself. I don’t mean that 
as a compliment to your powers, but as a con- 
fession to a stupid superstitious weakness in my- 
self I am afraid of omens.’ 

They sat silent a minute or two, until a door 
at the far end of the hall opened and Miss Gran- 
tham came through, with her showman in tow. 
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'Lord Ledgers and I were boring each other 
so/ said Miss Grantham, ‘that we came to bore 
someone else. When you are boring people you 
may as well do it wholesale. What a pity it is 
that one hasr/t got a tail like a dog, that cannot 
help wagging if its owner is pleased, and which 
stops wagging when he isn’t.' 

‘I shall certainly buy a tail/ said Dodo, with 
grave consideration. ‘One or two, in case the 
first gets out of order. Must you wag it when- 
ever yon are pleased, Grantie? Is it to be an 
honest tail? Supposing yon only think yon are 
pleased, when you are not really, what does the 
tail do then? Oh, it’s very complicated.’ 

‘The tail shares the same illusions as the dog,’ 
said Miss Grantham. 

‘Jack and I were talking about illusions,’ said 
Dodo. 

‘I’m going to get a quantity of illusions,’ said 
Miss Grantham. ‘In any case what did you find 

* t 

to say about them?’ 

‘ Jack said it was a bad thing to keep an illusion 
up,’ said Dodo broadly. 

Miss Grantham was staring pensively at the fire. 
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*I saw two hoys sitting on a gate yesterday/ 
she said, ^and they poshed each other off, and 
each time they both roared with laughter. Fm 
sore it was an illusion that they were amused. 
I would go and sit on a gate with pleasure and 
get my maid to push me off, if I thought it 
would amuse either of us. Mr Broxton, would 
you like me to push you off a gatei*’ 

‘Oh, Fm certain that the people with many 
illusions are the happiest/ said Dodo. ‘ Conse- 
quently, I wouldn’t willingly destroy any illusion 
anyone held about an}dhing.’ 

*What a lot of anys,’ said Miss Grantham. 

Lord Ledgers was leaning back in his chair 
with a sense of pleased proprietorship. It really 
was a very intelligent animal. Jack almost ex- 
pected him to take a small whip from his pocket, 
and crack it at her. But his .next remark, Jack felt, 
was a good substitute; at any rate he demanded 

another performance. 

♦ • 

‘ What about delusions. Miss Grantham ? ’ he 
said. 

‘ Oh, delusions are chiefly unpleasant illusions,* 
she said. 'Madmen have delusions that somebody 
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wants to kill them, or that they want to kill 
somebody, or that King Charles’s head isn’t really 
cut off, which would be very unsettling now.’ 

‘Grantie, I believe you're talking sheer, arrant 
nonsense,’ said Dodo. ‘It’s all your fault. Tommy. 
When one is asked a question one has to answer 
it somehow or other in self-defence. If you asked 
me about the habits of giraffes I should say some- 
thing, Edith is the only really honest person I 
know. She would tell yoii she hadn!t any idea 
what a giraffe was, so would Chesterferd, and you 

would find him looking up giraffes in the EncycUh 

» 

padia afterwards.’ 

Lord Ledgers laughed a low, unpleasant laugh. 
‘A very palpable hit,’ he murmured. 

The remark was inaudible to all but Jack. He 
felt quite unreasonably angry with him, and got 
up from his chair. 

Dodo saw something had happened, and looked 

at him inquiringly. Jack did not meet her eye, 
• « 
but whistled to the collie, who flopped down at 

his feet 

‘ I really don’t know where 1 should begin if 
I was going to turn honest,’ said Miss Grantham, 
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I don’t think I like honest people. They are 
like little cottages, which children draw, with a 
door in the middle, and a window at each side, 
and a chimney in the roof with smoke coming 
out Long before yom know them well, you are 
perfectly certain of all that you will find inside 
them. They haven’t got any little surprises, or 
dark passages, or queer little cupboards under 
the stairs.’ 

‘ Do you know the plant called honesty, Grantie ? ’ 
asked Dodo. * ‘ It’s very bright purple, and you can 
see it a long way off, and it isn’t at all nicer 
when you get close, than it looks from a distance.’ 

‘Oh, if you speak of someone as an honest 
man,’ said Miss Grantham, ‘it implies that he’s 
nothing particular besides, I don’t mind a little 
mild honesty, but it should be kept in the back* 
ground.’ 

‘.I’ve got a large piece of honesty somewhere 
about me,’ said Jack. ‘I can’t alwjiys lay my 
hand on it, but every now and then I feel it !»> <» 
a great lump inside me.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Dodo, ‘ I believe you are fundament* 
ally .honest. Jack. I’ve always thought that’ 



DODO. 


129 


' Does that mean that he is not honest in ordinary 
matters?' asked Miss Grantham. 'IVe noticed 
that people who are fundamentally truthful, seldom 
tell the truth.’ 

‘In a way it does,’ said Doda ‘But I’m sure 
Jack would be honest in any case where it 
really mattered.’ 

‘ Oh, I sha’n’t steal your spoons, you know,’ 
said Miss Grantham. 

‘ That’s only because you don’t really want 
them,’ remarked Doda ‘ I can conceive you 
stealing an}rthing you wanted.’ 

‘Trample on me,’ said Miss Grantham serenely. 
‘Tell us what I should steal.’ 

‘ Oh, you’d steal lots of things,’ said Dodo. ‘You'd 
steal anyone’s self-respect if you could manege to, 
and you couldn’t get what you wanted any other way. 
Oh, yes, you’d steal anything important Jack 
wouldn’t He’d stop just short of that; he would 
never be really disloyal He’d finger things to 
any extent, but I am pretty sure that he would 
drop them at the last minute.’ 

‘ How dreadfully unpleasant I am really,’ said Miss 
Grantham meditatively. ‘ A kind of Eugenie Aram.’ 
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Jack was acutely uncomfortable, but he had 
the satisfaction of believing that what Dodo said 
about him was true. He had come to the same 
conclusion himself two nights ago. He believed 
that he would stop short of any act of disloyalty, 
but he did not care about hearing Dodo give him 
so gratuitous a testimonial before Miss Grantham 
and the gentleman whom he mentally referred to 
as 'that ass of a showman/ 

The front door opened, and a blast of cold wind 
came blustering round into the inner hall where 
they were sitting, making the thick tapestry portiin 
belly and fill like a ship’s sail, when the wind first 
catches it The collie pricked his ears, and thumped 
his tail on the fioor with vague welcome. 

Mrs Vivian entered, followed by Lord Chesterford. 
He looked absurdly healthy and happy. 

'It’s a perfectly beastly day,’ he said cheerfully, 
advancing to the fireplace. 'Mrs Vivian, let Dodo 
send you some tea up to your room. You must 
be wet through. Surely it is tea-time, Dodo.’ 

' 1 told you so,’ said Dodo to Jack. 

'Has Jack been saying it isn’t tea-time?’ asked 
Chesterford. 
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‘No/ said Dodo. ‘I only said that your virtue 
ID going to see almshouses, would find its immediate 
reward in an appetite for tea.’ 

Mrs Vivian laughed. 

‘You mustn’t reduce our virtues to the lowest 

T * 

terms, as if we were two vulgar fractions.’ 

*Do you suppose a vulgar fraction knows how 
vulgar it is?’ asked Miss Grantham. 

‘Vulgar without being funny,’ said Jack, with 
ttie air of helping her out of a difficulty. 

‘I never saw anything funny in vulga.r frac- 
tions,’ remarked Lord Ledgers. ‘Chesterford and 
I used to look up the answers at the end of the 
book, and try to make them correspond with tlie 
questions.’ 

Dodo groaned. 

‘Oh, Chesterford, don’t tell me you’re not honest 
either.' 

‘ What do you think about honesty, Mrs Vivian ? ' 
asked Miss Grantham. 

Mrs Vivian considered. 

‘Honesty is much maligned by bdng called 
the best policy,’ she said, 'it isn’t purely com- 
merdaL Hones^ is rather fine sometimes.’ 
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‘Oh, I’m sure Mrs Vivian’s honest,’ murmured 
Miss Grantham. 'She thinks before she tells you 
her opinion. I always ^ve my opinion first, and 
think about it afterwards.’ 

*I’ve been wanting to stick up for honesty all 
afternoon,’ smd Dodo to Mrs Vivian, * only 1 
haven’t dared. Everyone has been saying that it 
is dull and obtrusive, and like labourers’ cottages. 
I believe we are all a little honest, really. No 
one has got any right to call it the best policy, 
it mkes you feel as if you were either a kind of 
life assurance, or else a thief.’ 

Chester ford looked a trifle puzzled. 

Dodo turned to him. 

‘Poor old man,’ she said, 'did they call him 
names? Never mind. We’ll go and be labelled 
“ Best policy. No others need apply." ’ 

She got up from her chair, and pulled Chester* 
ford’s moustache. 

‘You look so abominably healthy, Chesterford,' 
she said. ‘How’s Charlie getting on? Tell him if 
he beats his wife any more, I shall beat you. You 
wouldn’t like that, you know. Will you ring for 
tea, dear? Mrs Vivian I command you to go to 
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your room. I had your fire lit, and Fll send tea 
up. You’re a dripping sop.’ 

Mrs Vivian pleaded guilty and vanished. Sounds 
of music still came from the drawing-room. ‘It’s 
no use telling Edith to come to tea/ remarked 
Dodo. ‘She said the other day that if anyone 
ever proposed to her, whom she cared to many, 
she will feel it only fair to tell him that the 
utmost she can offer him, is to play second fiddle 
to her music.’ 

Edith’s music was strongly exciting, and in 
the pause that followed, Dodo went to the door 
and opened it softly, and a great tangle of melody 
poured out and filled the hall. She was playing 
the last few pages of the overture to an opera 
that she had nearly completed. The music was 
gathering itself up for the finale. Note after note 
was caught up, as it were, to join an army of 
triumphant melody overhead, which grew fuller 
and more complete every moment, and seemed to 
hover, waiting for some fulfilment Ah, that was 
it Suddenly from below crashed out a great 
kingly motif, strong with the strength of a man 
who is pure and true, rising higher and higher. 



t34 


DODO. 


till it joined the triumph overhead, and moved 
away, strong to the end. 

There was a dead silence; Dodo was standing 
by the door, with her lips slightly parted, feeling 
that there was something in this world better and 
bigger, perhaps, than her own little hair-splittings 
and small emotions. With this in her mind, she 
looked across to where Chesterford was standing. 
The movement was purely instinctive, and she 
could neither have accounted for it, nor was she 
conscious of it, but in her eyes there was the 
suggestion of unshed tears, and a look of question- 
ing shame. Though a few bars of music cannot 
change the nature of the weakest of us, and Dodo 
was far from weak, she was intensely impression- 
able, and that moment had for her the germ of 
a possibility which might — ^who can say it could 
not? — ^have taken root in her and borne fruit 
The parable of the mustard seed is as old and as 
true as time. But Chesterford was not musical; 
he had taken a magazine from the table, and 
was reading about grouse disease. 



CHAPTER VI L 

T^ODO was sitting in a remarkably easy*chidr 
in her own particular room at the house in 
Eaton Square, As might have been expected, her 
room was somewhat unlike other rooms. It had 
a pale orange - coloured paper, with a dado of a 
rather more intense shade of the same colour, an 
orange-coloured carpet and orange-coloured curtains. 
Dodo had no reason to be afraid of orange colour 
just yet It was a room well calculated to make 
complete idleness most easy. The tables were 
covered with a mass of albums, vases of flowers, 
and a quantity of entirely useless knick-knacks. 
The walls were hung with several rather clever 
sketches, French prints and caricatures of Dodo’s 
friends. A small bookcase displayed a quantity of 
flaring novels, and a large tune hymn-book, and 
in a conspicuous comer was Dodo’s praying-table^ 

*3S 
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on which the skull regarded its surroundings with a 
mirthless and possibly contemptuous grin. The 
mantelpiece was entirely covered with photographs, 
all signed by their prototypes. These had found 
their quarters gradually becoming too small for them, 
and had climbed half way up the two sides of a 
Louis Quinze mirror, that formed a sort of over* 
mantel The photographs were an interesting 
study, and included representatives from a very 
wide range of classes. No one ever accused Dodo 
of being exclusive. In the corner of the room 
were a heap of old cotillion toys, several hunting- 
whips, and a small black image of the Virgin, which 
Dodo had picked up abroad. Above her head a 
fox’s mask grinned defiantly at another fox’s 
brush opposite. On the writing-table there was 
an inkstand made of the hoof of Dodo’s favourite 
hunter, which had joined the majority shortly 
after Christmas, and the ‘Dodo’ symphony, which 
had just come out with great Mat at the Albert 
Hall, leant apinst the wall. A banjo case and 
a pair of castanets, with a dainty silver monogram 
on them, perhaps inspired Dodo when she sat 
down to her writing-table. 
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Dodo’s hands were folded on her lap, and she 
was lazily regarding a photograph of herself which 
stood on the mantelpiece. Though the afternoon 
was of a warm day in the end of May, there was a 
small fire in the hearth which crackled pleasantly. 
Dodo got up and looked at the photograph more 
closely. * I certainly look older,* she thought to 
herself, * and yet that was only taken a year 
ago. I don’t feel a bit older, at least I sha’n’t 
when I get quite strong again. I wish Jack could 
have been able to come this afternoon. I am 
rather tired of seeing nobody except Chesterford 
and the baby. However, Mrs Vivian will be 
here soon.' 

Dodo had made great friends with Mrs Vivian 
during the last months. Her sister and brother- 
in-law had been obliged to leave England for a 
month at Easter, and Dodo had insisted that Mrs 
Vivian should spend it with them, and to-day was 
the first day that the doctor had let her come 
down, and she had written to Jack and Mrs 
Vivian to come and have tea with her. 

A tap was heard at the door, and the nurse 
entered, bearing the three weeks’ old baby. Dodo 
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was a little disappointed; she had seen a good 
deal of the baby, and she particularly wanted 
Mrs Vivian. She stood with her hands behind 
her back, without offering to take it The bat^ 
regarded her with large wide eyes, and crowed at 
the sight of the fire. Really it was rather attrac- 
tive, after all. 

* Well, Lord Harchester,’ remarked Dodo, ‘ how 
is your lordship to-day ? Did it ever enter your 
very pink head that you were a most important'' 
personage? Really you have very little sense of 
your dignity. Oh, you are rather nice. Come 
here, baby.’ 

She held out her arms to take it, but his lord- 
ship appairently did not approve of this change. He 
opened his mouth in preparation for a decent protest. 

‘Ah, do you know, I don’t like you when you 
howl,’ sdd Dodo; ‘you might be an Irish member 
instead of a piece of landed interest Oh, do stop. 
Take him please, nurse ; I’ve got a headache, and I 
don’t like that noise. There, you unfilial scoundrel, 
you’re quiet enough now.’ 

Dodo nodded at the baby with the air of a 
slight acquaintance. 
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'I wonder if you’ll be like your father,’ she 
said; ‘you’ve got his big blue eyes. I rather 
wish your eyes were dark. Do a baby’s eyes 
change when he gets older? Ah, here’s your 
(godmother. I am so glad to see 3WU,’ she went 
on to Mrs Vivian. 'You see his lordship has 
come down to say how do you do.’ 

‘Dear Dodo,’ said Mrs Vivian, ‘yon are looking 
wonderfully better. Why don’t they let you go out 
this lovely day?’ 

* Oh, I’ve got a cold,’ said Dodo, ‘ at least I’m 
told sa There — good-bye, my lord. You’d better 
take him upstairs again, nurse. I am so delignted 
to see you,’ she continued, pouring out tea. ‘I’ve 
been rather dull all day. Don’t you know ' how, 
when you particularly want to see people, they 
never come. Edith looked in this morning, but 
she did nothing but whistle and drop things. I 
asked Jack to come, but he couldn’t' 

* Ah,’ said Mrs Vivian softly, ‘ he has come back, 
has he ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dodo, ‘and I wanted to see hioa. 
Did you ever hear of anything so ridiculous as his • 
going off in that way. You know he left England 
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directly after his visit, to us in January, and he's 
only just back. It's too absurd for Jack to pretend 
he was ill. He swore his doctor had told him to 
leave England for three months. Of course that's 
nonsense. It was very stupid of him.' 

Mrs Vivian sipped her tea reflectively without 
answering. 

‘Chesterford is perfectly silly about the baby/ 
Dodo went on. ‘ He*s always afraid it's going to 
be ill, and he goes up on tiptoe to the nursery, 
to see if it’s all right. Last night he woke me up 
about half-past ten, to say that he had heard it 
cough several times, and did I think it was the 
whooping cough.' 

Mrs Vivian did not seem to be listening. 

* I heard from Mr Broxton once,' she said ; ‘ he 
wrote from Moscow, and asked how you were, and 
three weeks ago he telegraphed, when he heard of 
the birth of the baby.’ 

*I don’t know what’s the matter with Jackj' said 
Dodo, rather petulantly. ‘He wrote to me once, 
the silliest letter you ever saw, describing the 
Gremlin, and Treves Cathedral, and the falls of 
the Rhine. The sort of letter one writes to one’s 
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great-aunt Now Vm not Jack’s great-aunt at 
all,’ 

There was another tap at the door. 

‘That’s Chesterford,’ remarked Dodo, ‘he always 
raps now, and if I don’t answer, he thinks I’m asleep, 
and then he goes away. You just see.’ 

The tap came again, and after a. moment’s interval 
the door opened. 

‘Jack !* exclaimed Dodo. 

She got up from her chair and went quickly to- 
wards him. Jack was pale, and his breath came 
rather short, as if he had been running. 

‘ Why, Dodo,* he cried, ‘ I thought I couldn’t come, 
and then I thought I could, so I did.’ 

He broke off rather lamely, and greeted Mts Vivian. 

‘Dear old Jack,’ said Dodo, ‘it does me good 
to see you. Your face is so nice and familiar, and 
I’ve wanted you awfully. Jack, what do you mean 
by writing me such a stupid letter ? especially when 
I’d written to you so nicely. Really, I am not your 
grandmother yet, though I am a mother. Have 
you seen the baby ? It isn’t particularly interesting 
at present, though of course it’s rather nice to think 
hat that wretched little morsel of flesh and bones is 
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goii^ to be one of our landed proprietors. He’ll 
■ be much more important than you will ever be, 
Jack. Aren’t you jealous?’ 

Dodo was conscious of quite a fresh tide of 
interest in her life. Her intellectual faculties, she 
felt, had been neglected. She could not conceive 
why, because she had a husband and baby, she 
should be supposed not to care for other interests 
as well. Chesterford was an excellent husband with 
a magnificent heart, but Dodo had told herseli so 
often that he was not very clever, that she had 
ceased trying to take an intellectual pleasure in 
his society, and the baby could not be called in- 
tellectual by the fondest parent at present. There 
were a quantity of women who were content to pore 
on their baby’s face for hour after hour, with no 
further occupation than saying ‘ Didums ’ occasion- 
ally. Dodo had given what she considered a fair 
trial to this treatment, and she found it bored her 
to say ' Didums ’ for an indefinite period, and she 
did not believe it amused the baby. She had a 
certain pride in having given birth to the son and 
heir of one of the largest English properties, and she 
was extremdy glad to have done so, and felt a 
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pink morsel, but she certainly had experienced none 
of the absorbing pleasures of maternity. She had 
got used to not being in love with her husband, 
and she accepted as part of this same deficiency 
the absence of absorbing pleasure in the baby. Not 
that she considered it a deficiency, it was merely 
another type turned out of Nature’s workshop. 
Dodo laid all the blame on Nature. She shrugged 
her shoulders and said: ‘You made me so without 
consulting me. It isn’t my fault!’ But Dodo was 
aware that Nature had given her a brain, and she 
found a very decided pleasure in the company of 
clever people. Perhaps it was the greatest pleas- 
ure of her life to be admired and amused by clever 
people. Of course Chesterford always admired 
her, but he was in love with her, and he was not 
clever. Dodo had felt some difficulty before her 
marriage in dealing with this perplexing unknown 
quantity, and she had to confess it puzzled her still. 
The result was, that when it occurred, she had 
to admit her. inability to tackle it, and as soon as 
possible to turn to another page in this algebra of 
life. * 
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But she still felt that her Aairiage had bees 
a great success. Chesterford had entirely fulfilled 
what she expected of him : he was immensely rich, 
he let her do as she liked, he adored her. ,Dodo 
quite felt that it was better that he should adore 
her. As long as that lasted, he would be blind to 
any fault of hers, and she acknowledged that, to a 
man of Chesterford’s character, she must seem far 
from faultless, if he contemplated her calmly. But 
he was quite unable to contemplate her calmly. For 
him she walked in a golden cloud that dazzled and 
entranced him. Dodo was duly grateful to the 
golden cloud. 

But she felt that the element which Jack, and Mrs 
Vivian, and other friends of hers brought, had been 
conspicuously absent, and she welcomed its return 
with eagerness. 

‘You know we haven’t been leading a very in- 
tellectual life lately,’ Dodo continued. ‘ Chesterford 
is divinely kind to me, but he is careful not to 
excite me. So he talks chiefly about the baby, 
and how he lost his umbrella at the club; it is 
very soothing, but I have got past that now. I 
want stimulating. Sometimes 1 go to sleep, and 
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then he sits as still as a mouse till I wake again. 
Pity me, Jack, I have had a dull fortnight; and 
that is worse than anything else. I really never 
remember being bored before 1 ’ 

Dodo let her arms drop beside her with a little 
hopeless ge^u.e« 

‘1 know one has got no business to be bored, 
and it is one’s own fault as a rule if one is,' she 
went on. * For instance, that woman in the moated 
Grange ought to have swept away the blue fly that 
buzzed in the pane, and set a mouse trap for the 
mouse that shrieked, and got the carpenter to 
repair the mould^ing wainscot, and written to the 
Psychical Research, how she had heard her own 
sad name in corners cried, and it couldn’t have 
been the cat, or she would have caught the shriek- 
ing mouse. Oh, there were a hundred things she 
might have done, before she sat down and said, 
" He cometh not” But I have had a period 
of enforced idleness. If 1 had set a trap for the 
mouse, the doctor would have told me not to exert 
myself so much. I used to play Halma with 
Chesterford, only I| always beat him ; and then 
nobody ever cried my name in sad corners, that 

K 
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I remember; it would have l^en quite interest- 
ing.’ 

Jack laughed. 

* What a miserable story. Dodo/ he said. ’ I 
always said you had none of the domestic virtues, 
and I am right it seems.’ 

*Oh, it isn’t that/ said Dodo, ‘but 1 happen to 
have a brain as well, and if I don’t use it, it decays, 
and when it decays, it breeds maggots. I’ve got 
a big maggot in my head now, and that is, that 
the ineffable joys of maternity are much exag- 
gerated. Don’t look shocked, Geraldine. I know 
it’s a maggot, and simply means that I haven’t 
personally experienced them, but the maggot says, 
"You are a woman, and if you don’t experience 
them, either they don’t exist, or you are abnormal.” 
Well, the maggot lies. I know it, I believe they do 
exist, and I am sure I am not abnormal. Ah, this 
is unprofitable, isn’t it You two have come to 
drive the maggot out.’ 

Mrs Vivian felt a sudden impulse of anger which 
melted into pity. 

‘Poor Dodo/ she said, / leav^ the. maggot alone, 
and he will die of inanition. At present give me 
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some more tea. This really is very good tea, and 
you drink it the proper way, without milk or sugar, 
and with a little slice of lemon.’ 

‘Tea is such a middle-aged thing any other 
way,' said Dodo, pouring out another cup. ‘I feel 
like an old \;oman in a workhouse if I put milk 
and sugar in it Besides, you should only drink 
tea at tea. It produces the same effect as tobacco, 
a slight soothing of the nerves. One doesn’t want 
to be soothed at breakfast, otherwise the tedious 
things we all have to do in the morning are 
impossible. Chesterford has a passion for the 
morning. He quoted something the other day 
about the divine morning. It isn’t divine, it is 
necessaiy; at least you can’t get to the evening 
without a morning, in this imperfect world. Now 
if it had only been “the evening and the evening 
were the first day,” what a difference it would have 
made.’ 

Mrs Vivian laughed. 

‘You always bring up the heavy artillery to de- 
fend a small position, Dodo,’ she said. ‘Keep 
your great guns fojr great occasions.’ 

‘ Oh, I always use big guns,’ said Jack. ‘ They do 
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the work quicker. Besides, you never can tell that 
the small position is not the key to the large. 
The baby, for instance, that Dodo thinks very 
extremely insignificant now, may be horribly im- 
portant in twenty years.* 

^Yes, I daresay Chesterford and I will quarrel 
about* him,* said Dodo. ‘ Supposing he falls in 
love with a curate's daughter, Chesterford will 
say something about love in a cottage, and I shall 
want him to marry a duke’s daughter, and I shall 
get my way, and everybody concerned will be 
extremely glad afterwards.* 

* Poor baby,* said Mrs Vivian, ‘ you little think 
what a worldly mother you have.* 

‘Oh, I know I am worldly,* said Dodo. ‘I don’t 
deny it for a moment Jack and 1 had it out 
before my marriage. But I believe I am capable 
of an unworldly action now and then. Why, I 
should wish Maud to marry a curate very much. 
She would do her part admirably, and no one 
could say it was a worldly fate. But I like giv- 
ing everybody their chance. That is why I have 
Maud to stay with me, and let her get a good 
look at idle worldly people like Jack. After a 
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girl has seen every sort, I wish her to choose, 
and I am unworldly enough to applaud her choice, 
if it is unworldly; only I shouldn’t do it myself 
I have no ideal; it was left out/ 

Jack was conscious of a keen resentment at 
Dodo's word?. He had accepted her decision, but 
he didn’t like to have it flaunted before him in 
Dodo’s light voice and careless words. He made 
an uneasy movement in his chair. Dodo saw it. 

‘Ah, Jack, I have offended you,' she said; ‘it 
was stupid of me. But I have been so silent and 
lonely all these days, that it is such a relief to 
let my tongue wag at aH, whatever it says. Ah, 
here’s Chesterford. What an age you have been. 
Here am I consoling myself as best I can. Isn’t 
it nice to have Jack again?' 

Chesterford saw the fresh light in her eyes, and 
the fresh vivaciousness in her speech, and he was 
so unfeignedly glad to see her more herself again, 
that no thought of jealousy entered his heart He 
thought without bitterness, ‘How glad she must 
be to have her friends about her again. She looks 
better already. Decidedly I am a stupid old fellow, 
but I think Dodo loves me a little.' 
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He shook hands with Jack, and beamed de- 
lightedly on Dodo. 

'Jack, it is good of you to come so soon,' he 
said ; ‘ Dodo has missed you dreadfully. Have 
you seen the boy ? Dodo, may I have him 
down?’ 

‘Oh, he’s been down,' said she, 'and has only 
just gone up again. He’s rather fractious to-day: 
I daresay it’s teeth. It’s nothing to bother about ; 
he’s as well as possible.’ 

Lord Chesterfo.rd looked disappointed, but ac- 
quiesced. 

‘ I should like Jack to see him all the same,’ 
he remarked. ‘May he come up to the nursery?’ 

‘Oh, Jack doesn’t care about babies,’ said Dodo, 
‘even when they belong to you and me. Do 
you. Jack? I assure you it won’t amuse you a 
bit’ 

‘I can’t go away without seeing the baby,’ said 
Jack, ‘so 1 think I’ll go with Chesterford, and 
then I must be oft Good-bye, Dodo. Get well 
quickly. May I come and see you to-morrow?’ 

‘I wish Chesterford wouldn’t take Jack off in 
that way,’ said Dodo, rather querulously, as they 
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left the room. 'Jack came to see me, and I wanted 
to talk more to him — I’m very fond of Jack. If 
he wasn’t so fearfully lazy, he’d make no end . of a 
splash. But he prefers talking to his friends to 
talking to a lot of Irish members. I wonder why 
he came af er he said he wouldn’t Jack usually 
has good reasons.’ 

Dodo lay back in her chair and reflected. 

‘You really are the most unnatural mother,’ 
said Mrs Vivian, with a laugh. ‘I am glad 'Mr 
Broxton went with your husband, or he would 
have been disappointed, I think.’ 

Dodo looked a little anxious. 

'He wasn’t vexed, was he?’ she asked. ‘I hate 
vexing people, especially Chesterford. But he really 
is ridiculous about the baby. It is absurd to sup- 
pose it is interesting yet’ 

‘ I don’t suppose he would call it interesting,' said 
Mrs Vivian. ' But you know there are other things 
beside that’ 

Dodo grew a trifle impatient. 

‘Ah, that’s a twice-told tale,’ she said. * I consider. 
I have done my duty admirably, but just now I . 
confess I am pining for a little amusement I have 
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been awfully dull You know one cant exist on 
pure love.’ 

Mrs Vivian rose to go. 

‘ Well, I must be off,’ sh0 said. ' Good'^nigt^ tkod^ 
and remember this, if <^yer any^ing occntS^O^^hicbi 
you want advice or ' obtinsel, come to me fM' it;. 
You know I have been through all this; 
and remember Lord Chesterford loves yds 
deeply.' 

Dodo looked up inquiringly. 

‘Yes, of course, I know that,’ she 
get on magnificently together. In any case I ^Oiild^ 
always ask you for advice. You know I used to be 
rather afraid of you.’ 

Mrs Vivian stood looking out of the eundow. 
Her eyes suddenly filled with tears. 

' Ah, my dear, don’t be afraid of me,* she said , 

Dodo wondered, when she had gcme, what made 
so suddenly grave. Her own horizon was singularly 
free from clouds. She had been through an experi- 
ence which she had looked forward to with some- 
thing like dread. But that was over ; she and the 
baby were both alive and well. Chesterford was 
more deyoted than ever, and she? — well, she was 
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thoroughly satisfied. And Jack had come back, 
and all was going delightfully. 

‘they ^1 talk about love as if it were some- 

i 

thing very di^padfiil,* ^ thought * I’m sure it isn’t 
dreadihl «t all It is rather a bore sometimes; 

4 1 • 

at waaf: ,lu|.ve enough of it, but that is a 

^■iilt on the t^t dd&' 

door opened softly, and Chesterford came in. 
*1 a^ glad to find you alone, darling,’ he said, 
* I Mptt yon all day. You are looking much 

better, ^^ISd^^ljack to come and see yon again as 
sdiMi 

Dodd^ smiled beidgnantly on him. 

'11k baby really is wonderful,’ he continued. 
'It iVks idtfi^ op odth its bottle just .now, 
and I really believe it winked at me when it saw 
mp, ho ytw Ifdai:' it knows me ? ’ 

' Oh, 1 datesa]^ it does,’ smd Dodo ; ‘ it sees enough 
you anyhow.’ 

' Isn’t it all wonderful,’ he went on, not noticing 
her tone. *Just fancy. Sometimes I wonder 
whether it’s all real’ 

'It’s real enough when it cries,’ said Doda ‘But 
it is rather charming, I do think.’ 
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‘It's got such Queer little fists^’ said he, ‘with 
nice pink nails.' 

Dodo laughed rather wearily. 

‘Are you a little tired, darling ? ' he said. ‘Won’t 
you go to bed ? You know you’ve been up 
quite a long time. Perhaps you'd like to see 
the baby before you go.* 

‘ Oh, I said good-night to the baby,' sdd 
Dodo. ‘I think I will go to bed. I wish you'd 
send Wilkins here.' 

He bent over her and kissed her forehead 
softly. . 

‘Ah, my darling, my darling,* he whispered. 

Dodo lay with half shut eyes. 

‘Good-night, dear,* she said languidly. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The questions about which a man is apt to say 
that he alone can judge, are usually exactly 
those questions in which his judgment b most 
likely to be at fault, for they concern him very 
intimately — a truth which he expresses by say- 
ing that he alone can judge about them, and 
for that very reason his emotions are apt to 
colour what he considers his sober decision. 

Jack was exactly in this position when he 
left the Chesterfords’ door that aftemooa It 
was only six o’clock when he went away, and 
he wished to be alone, and to think about it. 
But the house seemed stuffy and unsuggestive, 
and be ordered a hoi^e, and sat fuming and 
frowning till it came round. It fidgeted and 
edged away from the - pavement, when he tried 
to mount it, and he said, ‘Get out, you brute, 

«5S 
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with remarkable emphasis, and asked the groom 
whether he hadn’t yet learned how to hold a 
horse quiet This was sufficient to show that he 
was in a perturbed frame of mind. 

The Row was rather empty, for a great race 
meeting was going on, and Jack cantered quickly 
up to the end, and cursed his stupidity for not 
having gone to Sandown. Then he put his 
horse to a quiet pace, and determined to think 
the matter out 

He had left the Chesterfords in January with 
a full realisation of his position. He was in love 
with Dodo, perhaps more deeply than ever, and 
Dodo was hopelessly, irrevocably out of his reach. 
The only thing left to be done was to get over 
it; but his ordinary circle, and its leisurely duties 
were quite impossible just at present, and he 
adopted the traditional English method of travel- 
ling, and shooting unoffending animals. Whethet 
the absence of faith was responsible, is an open 
question; at any rate the remedy did not result 
in a cure. He was intensely bored with foreign 
countries ; they were quite as distasteful as 
Englandi and, on the whole had less to offer. And 
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he came back to London again as suddenly as 
he had left it He only remembered one incident 
in his four months abroad, which gave him any 
pleasure; that was when he received a letter from 
Dodo at Berlin, which said nothing particular, 
and wound pp with a little mild chaff on the 
absurdity of his going abroad at all. hope 

you're really better,* wrote Dodo, ‘though I didn't 
know that you were in any immediate danger 
of breaking down when you left us. Anyhow 
come back. London is particularly wholesome, 
and, to tell you the truth, it’s just a wee bit dull. 
Don't be conceited.* 

Of course he came back ; it was no good remain* 
ing abroad, and yawning in front of the Sistine 
Madonna, who, in her impossible serene mildness, 
had no message whatever for him. He wanted to 
see Dodo; why on earth shouldn’t he? She was 
the only thing he really cared about, and she was 
quite out of his reach. Where was the harm ? 

For two days after his arrival in London he 
was still undecided, and made no effort to see her, 
and on the third day her note came. London was 
as bad as Dresden, and again, where was the harm ? 
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He wrote a note saying he would come, then he 
tore that up and sent a refusal, offering no excuse, 
and after all, he had gone, and parted from her 
with the words that he would come again the next 
day. But ah, how sweet it was to see her again ! 
Such were the facts upon which Jack wished to 
form a conclusion. All this indecision was really 
too annoying. What was the use of a conscience 
that took the sugar out of your tea, and yet could 
not prevent you from drinking it? It was not 
strong enough to prevent him going to see Dodo, 
and it took the malicious line of making the visit 
as little enjoyable as possible. Well, it must be 
settled one way or the other. 

The problem obviously depended on one ques- 
tion. Did his desire for Dodo grow stronger with 
seeing her? He decided that it did not make 
much difference to the quality or degree of his 
longing, but, on the other hand, her society gave 
him an inestimable pleasure. When she had refused 
him a year ago, he had gone on seeing her day 
after day, without the horrible, unsatisfied empti- 
ness that he had felt abroad. That absorbing craving 
for her, he remembered, began when she was on 
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her wedding tour. Then why not see her freely 
and frequently? - No harm could possibly come 
out of it Dodo, he thought, cared for him only 
as she cared for a dozen other friends, why should 
he, then, who cared so deeply for her, cut himself 
off from her? Agmn his deep-rooted affection and 
respect for her husband was an immense safeguard. 
Quixotism was a doubtful virtue at the best, and 
decidedly out of date, and besides, what would 
Dodo think if she suddenly found that one di 
her best friends invariably declined to meet her 
under any circumstances ? She would certainly 
guess the reason, and if there was one possible 
solution of this stupid problem more undesirable 
than another, it was that And Jack made up his 
mind. 

Well, that was settled, and here was Bertie 
tiding down upon him. He felt as if he wished 
to record a deliberate and sober conclusion. They 
joined forces and rode up together. 

Then Jack said suddenly, — 

‘ Bertie, I have been making a fool of myself, but 
I am better now ’ 

‘That’s good,’ said Bertie placidly. 
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There was something indefinably soothing about 
Bertie’s manner. Jack determined to be more 
explicit It is often a relief to tell a friend one’s 
own resolutions, especially if one does not expect 
unseasonable objections. 

‘It’s about Dodo,’ he said. ‘You see I’m dread- 
fully in love with her. Awkward, isn’t it?’ 

‘ Devilish,’ said Bertie, without a shade of emotion 
passing over his face. 

‘ And the less I see of her, said Jack, ‘ the worse 

I get, so I’ve determined that the more I see of 

% 

her in the ordinary way, the better. It sounds 
an unusual treatment, I know, but you must 
acknowledge I gave the other method a fair 
chance. I went and killed pigs in Austria, and 
climbed the Matterhorn, but it wouldn’t do.’ 

They rode on a little time in silence. Then 
Bertie said, — 

‘Do you want my advice?’ 

‘Well, yes,’ said Jack rather dubiously. 

‘Then I’m dashed if I like it. Jack,’ he said. 
'It’s too dangerous. Just think — ’ 

But Jack broke in, — 

‘Don’t yoii see my friendship for Chesterford 
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is an absolute safeguard. Dodo gives me more 
pleasure than anyone I know, and when I can’t 
see her, life becomes unbearable. Chesterford is 
one of those men to whom one couldn’t do a 
mean thing, and, furthermore. Dodo doesn’t love 
me. If those two facts don’t ensure safety, I 
don’t know what would. Besides, Bertie, I’m not 
a rascal.’ 

' I can’t like it,’ said Bertie. ‘ If one has a 
propensity for falling into the fire, it’s as well to 
keep off the hearthrug. I know you!re not a 
rascal, but this is a thing one can’t argue about 
It is a {natter of feeling.’ 

‘I know,’ said Jack, ‘I’ve felt it too. But I 
think it’s outweighed by other considerations^ If 
I thought any mischief could come of it, I should 
deserve to be horse-whipped.’ 

‘ I don’t like it,’ repeated Bertie stolidly. 

Jack went to see Dodo the next afternoon, and 
for many afternoons during the next fortnight he 
might have been seen on Chesterford’s doorstep, 
either coming or going. Her husband seemed 
almost as glad as Dodo tliat Jack should come 

often. His visits were obviously very pleasant 

L 
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to her, and she had begun to talk nonsense again 

as fluently as ever. With Jack, however, she had 

some rather serious talks ; his future appeared to 

be exercising her mind somewhat Jack^s life at 

this time was absolutely aimless. Before he had 

gone abroad he had been at the Bar, and had 

been called, but his chambers now knew him no 

more. He had no home duties, being, as Dodo 

expressed it, ‘a poor little orphan of six foot two,' 

and he had enough money for an idle bachelor 

life. Dodo took a very real interest in the career 

of her friends. It was part of her completeness, 

as I have said before, to be the centre of a set 

% 

of successful people. Jack could do very well, 
she felt, in the purely ornamental line, and she 
by no means wished to debar him from the orna- 
mental profession, but yet she was vaguely dis- 
satisfied. She induced him one day to state 
in full, exactly the ideas he. had about his own 
future. 

*You dangle very well indeed,’ she said to 
him, ‘and Fm far from wishing you not to dangle, 
buty if it’s to be ydur profession, you must do 
it more systematically. Lady Wrayston was here 
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yesterday, and ^e said no one ever saw you now. 
That's lazy; you’re neglecting your work.’ 

Jack was silent a few minutes. The truth of 
the matter was that he was becoming so preoccu- 
pied with Dodo, that he was acquiring a real 
distaste for otner society. His days seemed to 
have dwindled down to an hour or two hours 
each, according to the time he passed with Dodo. 
The interval between his leaving the house one 
day, and returning to it the next, had got to be 
merely a tedious period of waiting, which he^ would 
gladly have dispensed with. In such intervals 
society appeared to him not a distraction, but a 
laborious substitute for inaction, and labour at 
any time was not congenial to him. His life, in 
fact, was a^ series of conscious pulses with long* 
drawn pauses in between. He was dimly aware 
that this sort of thing could not go on for ever. 
The machine would stop, or get quicker or slower, 
and there were endless complications imminent in 
either case. 

‘ I don’t know that I really care for dangling,’ 
said Jack discontentedly. ‘At the same time it is 
the least objectionable form of amusement.* 
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‘Well, you can’t dangle for ever in any case/ 
said Doda ‘You ought to marry and settle down. 
Chesterford is a sort of apotheosis of a dangler. 
By performing, with scrupulous care, a quantity of 
little things that don’t matter much, like being 
J.P., and handing the offertory plate, he is in a 
way quite a busy man, to himself at least, though 
nothing would happen if he ceased doing any or 
all of these things ; and the dangler, who thinks 
himself busy, is the happiest of men, because he 
gets ^1 the advantages of dangling, and none of 
the disadvantages, and his conscience — have you 
got a conscience, Jack? — ^so far from pricking him, 
tells him he’s doing .the whole duty of man. Then 
again he’s married — to me, too. That’s a pro- 
fession in itself.' 

‘ Ah, but I can’t be married to you too/ re- 
marked Jack. 

‘You’re absurd/ said Dodo; ‘but really, Jack, 
I wish you’d marry someone else. I sha’n’t tliink 
you unfaithful.’ 

‘I don’t flatter myself that you would/ said 
Jack, with a touch of irritation. 

Dodo looked up rather surprised at the hard 
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ring in his voice. She thought it wiser to ignore 
this last remark. 

‘I never can quite make out whether you are 
ambitious or not,* she said. ‘Now and then you 
make me feel as if you would rather like to go 
and live in a small cathedral town — * 

‘And shock the canons?' suggested Jack: 

‘ Not necessarily ; but cultivate sheer domesticity. 
You're very domestic in a way. Bertie would do 
admirably* in a cathedral town. He'd be dread-* 
fully happy among dull people. They would all 
think him so brilliant and charming, and the 
bishop would aslc him over to dine at the palace, 
whenever anyone came down from London.' 

‘I'm not ambitious in the way of wanting to 
score small successes,' said Jack. ‘Anyone can 
score them. I don’t mind flying at high game 
and missing. If you miss of course you have 
to load again, Ijut Td sooner do that than make 
a bag of rabbits. Besides, you can get your 
rabbits sitting, as you go after your high game. 
But I don’t want rabbits.’ 

*What is your high game?' asked Dodo. 

Jack considered. 
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*It’s this,' he said. *You may attain ft, or a 
anyrate strive after it, by doing nothing, or work- 
ing like a horse. But, anyhow, it's being in the 
midst of things, it's seeing the wheels go round, 
and forming conclusions as to why they go round, 
it's hearing the world go rushing by like a river 
in flood; it's knowing what everyone thinks about, 
it's guessing why one woman falls in love with 
one man, and why another man falls in love with 
her. You don't get that in cathedral towns. 
The archdeacon’s daughter falls in love with the 
dean's son, and nobody else is at all in love 
with either of them. The world doesn’t rattle 
in cathedral towns, they take care to oil it; the 
world doesn't come down in flood in cathedral 
towns, there is nothing so badly regulated as that. 
I don't know why I should choose cathedral towns 
particularly to say these things about. I think 
you suggested that I should live in one. If you 
like you can plunge into the river in flood and 
go down with it — that's what they call having a 
profession — but it’s just as instructive to stand 
on the bank and watch it; more instructive, per- 
haps, because you needn't swim, aQd can give 
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your whole attention to it On the whole, that 
# 

is what I mean td do.* 

‘That*s good, Jack,* said Dodo; 'but you're not 
consistent The fact that you haven’t been going 
out lately, shows that you're standing with your 
back to it, with your hands in your pocket After 
all, what you say only comes to this, that you 
are interested in the problem of human life. Well, 
there's just as much human life in your cathedral 
town;* 

* Ah, but there’s no go about it,* said he. ‘ It's 
‘no more like life than a duck pond is to the 

river in flood.' 

‘Oh, you’re wrong there,* said Dodo. ‘It goes 
on just the same, though it doesn't make such 
a fuss. But in any case you are standing with 
your back to it now, as I said.' 

‘I'm going into details, just at present,’ said 
Jack. 

‘How do you mean?' 

‘ I'm watching a little bit of it’ 

‘I suppose you mean Chesterford and me. Dc 
you And us very interesting?’ demanded Dodo. 

* Very.’ • 
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' Jack was rather uncomfortable. He wanted to 

# 

say more» and wished he hadn’t said so much. 
He wondered how Dodo would take it 

Dodo did not take it at all. She was, ibr the 
time at anyrate, much more interested in Jack's 
prospects as they concerned him, than as they 
bore on herself. 

'What is the upshot of all your observations?* 
ihe asked. 

Jack hardly knew whether to feel relieved or 
slighted. Was Dodo's apparent unconsciousness 
of the tenor of what he had said, genuine or* 
affected? On that he felt a great deal depended. 
But whether it .was genuine or not, the matter 
was closed for the present Dodo repeated her 
question. 

‘My observations on you, or on the world in 
general?’ he asked. 

‘ Either will do,* said Dodo ; ‘ we’re very normal. 
Any conclusion you have formed about the resf 
of the world will apply to us.’ 

' My conclusion is that you are not quite normal,' 
said he. 

Dodo laughed. 
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'Oh, I’m dreadfully normal,’ she said; ‘all my 
inconsistencies lie' on the surface — I’m married, I’ve 
got a baby. I’m honest. I’m lazy. I’m all I 
should and shouldn’t be. And Chesterford — * 

•Oh. then Chesterford’s normal too,’ said Jack. 



CHAPTER IX. 

J UNE was drawing to a close in a week of 
magnificent -weather. It was too hot to do 
much during- the middle of the day, and the Park 
W9S full of riders every morning from eight till ten. 
Dodo was frequently to be seen there, usually 
riding a vicious black mare, that plunged and 
shied more than Lord Chesterford quite liked. 
But Dodo insisted on riding it 
‘ The risks one runs every moment of one’s 
life,'. she told him, ‘are so many, that one or two 
more really don’t matter. Besides, I can manage 
the brute.' 

On this particular morning Dodo descended the 
stairs feeling unusually happy. The period of en- 
forced idleness was over, and she was making up 

for lost time with a vengeance. They had given 

(TO 
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a dance the night before, and Dodo had not gone 

to bed till after four; but for all that she was 

down again at half-past eight, and her mare was 

waiting for her. She turned into the dining-room 

✓ 

to have a cup of tea before starting, and waited 
somewhat impatiently for Lord Chesterford to join 
her. He came in, in the course of a few minutes, 
looking rather worried. 

‘You look as if you had not gone to bed for 
a week,’ said Dodo, ‘and your hair is dreadfully 
untidy. Look at me now. Here I am a weak 
little woman, and I feel fit to move mountains, 
and you look as if you wanted quinine and iron. 
Don’t come, if you’d rather not Stop at home 
and play with the baby.' 

‘I’m all right,’ said he, ‘but I’m rather worried 
about the boy. The nurse says he’s not been 
sleeping much all night, but kept waking and 
crying, and he looks rather flushed. I think I’ll 
send for the doctor.’ 

Dodo felt a little impatient 

‘He’s as right as possible,’ she said. ‘You 
shouldn’t worry so, Chesterford. You’ve wanted 
to send for the doctor a hundred times in the 
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last month, either for him or me. But don't 
come if you’d rather not Vivy is coming to 
breakfast at half-past nine; I quite forgot that 
If you feel inclined to stop, you might give her 
breakfast, and I’ll, lengthen my ride. I shall 
be back by half-past ten. She’s going to take 
me to see Wainright’s new Turner.’ 

‘Are you sore you don’t mind. Dodo?' said he, 
still wavering. ‘ If you don’t, I really think I 
will stop, and perhaps see the doctor about him. 
The nurse says she would like to have the doctor 
here.’ 

‘Just as you like,’ said Dodo. ‘You’ll have to 
pay a swinging bill anyhow. Good-bye, old boy. 
Don’t worry your silly old head. I’m sure it’s 
all right’ 

Dodo went off perfectly at ease in her mind. 
Chesterford was rather fussy, she thought mid 
she congratulated herself on not being nervous. 
‘A pretty pair we should make if I encouraged 
him in his little ways,’ she said to herself.. 'We 
should one of us live in the nursery.’ She put 
her horse into a quick trot and felt a keen enjoy- 
ment in managing the vicious animal. The streets 
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wm somewhat crowded even at this hour, and 
Dodo had her work cut out for her. 

However, she reached the Park in safety, and 
went op the Row at a swinging gallop, with her 
horse tearing at the rein and tossing its head. 
After a time the brute grew quieter, and Dodo 
joined a well-known figure who was riding some 
way in front of her. 

* Good old Jack,* she cried, * isn’t it splendid 1 
I had no idea how I loved motion and exercise 
and dancing and all that till 1 began again. 

Didn’t you think our ball went off rather well? 

♦ 

Did you stop till the end? Oh, of course you 
did. That silly dowager What’s - her - name was 
quite shocked at me, just because we had the 
looking - glass figure in the cotillion. It’s the 
prettiest of the lot, I think. Old Major Ewart 
gave me a pair of ivory castanets with silver 
mountings last night, the sweetest things in the 
world, i really think he is seriously gone on me, 
and he must be sixty if he’s an hour. I think 
I shall appeal to Chesterford for protection. What 
fun it would be to make Chesterford talk to him 
gravely like a grandson. He stopped at home this 
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morning to look after the baby. I think I shall 
get jealous of the nurse, and pretend that he’s 
sweet on her, and that’s why he goes to the 
nursery so much,’ 

Jack laughed. 

‘Between you, you hit the right average pretty 
well,’ he said, fif it wasn’t for Chesterford, the 
baby would certainly have fallen downstairs half 
a dozen times. You don’t half realise how im- 
portant he is.’ 

‘Oh, you’re entirely wrong, • Jack,’ said Dodo 
calmly. * It’s just that which I do recognise ; what 
I*don’t recognise is that I should be supposed to 
find ineffable joys in watching it eat and sleep 
and howl. You know one baby is very much 
like another.* 

‘In other words, supposing the boy had no ex- 
pectations,’ said Jack, ‘ and was not the heir- 
apparent of half Staffordshire, you would find 
him much less interesting.’ 

‘Would you think me very heartless if I said 
"Yes”?’ asked Dodo. 

‘Well, I never’ held a very high opinion of 
your heart, you know,’ said Jack, laughing, ‘and 



DODO. 17s 

I don't know that I think much worse of it 
noiy.’ 

‘ You judge so stupidly,' said Dodo ; ‘ you elevate 
matrimony into a sacrament Now I don’t It 
is a contract for^ mutual advantage. The husband 
gives wealth, position and all that, and the wife 
gives him a housekeeper, and heirs to his pro- 
perty. Don't frown, Jack. That’s my eminently 
common-sense view of* the question. It answers 
excellently, as I find by experience. But, of course, 
there are marriages for love. I suppose most of 
the lower middle - class marry for love, at least 
they haven’t got any position or wealth to mmiy 
for. But we, the disillusioned and unromantic 
upper classes, see beyond that. I daresay our 
great grandfathers married for love, but the ’fact 
that so many of us don’t, shows that ours is 
the more advanced, and probably correct view. 
You know all wine-tasters agree on the superiority 
of one wine, and the inferiority of another. That’s 
the result of education. The amateur thinks they 
are all more or less alike, and very probably pre- 
fers some sweet bad kind. That’s the middle-class 
view of love - marriages. The more I think of it, 
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the more I feel that love is an illusion. Think 
of all the people who many for love, and. get 
eternally tired of each other afterwards. They 
can’t keep it up. The lovers grow into fiiends, 
and the friends into enemies. Those are thp 

t 

enviable ones who remain friends ; but it is better 
to marry as a friend than as a lover, because in 
the latter case there is a reaction and a disap- 
pointment, which may perhaps ruin the friendship. 
Aren’t I a wise woman. Jack? I think I shall set 
up a general advice office.’ 

Jack was rather pale, and his fingers twitched 
nervously at his reins. 

‘ Have you never felt that illusion ? ’ he asked, in 
a low voice. 

‘Really, Jack,’ said Dodo, ‘you behave as if you 
were the inquisition. But I don’t see why 1 
shouldn’t tell you. For Chesterford I never have. 
He is the most excellent husband, and I esteem 
and admire him immensely. Don’t make your 
horse so fidgety, Jack. As I was sa 3 dng, I don’t 
see why I shouldn’t tell you, considering you 
proposed to me once, and confessed to the same 
illusion yourself. Have you got over it, by the 
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way? If I had married you, you certainly would 
have by this time.* 

There was a long pause. Then Jack said, — 

‘No, Dodo, I have never got over it.* 

The moment after he had said it, he would have 

f ■ • 

given his right hand to have it unsaid. Dodo 
was silent for a moment, and Jack found himself 
noticing the tiny, trivial things about him. He 
observed a fly trying to alight on his horse^s ear, 
but the animal always flicked it off with a little 
jerk, before it got fairly settled. He wondered 
whether the fly had illusions about that ear^ and 
whether it imagined that it would be happy for 
ever and ever, if it could once settle there. 

‘•You know we are saying the most frightfully 
unconventional things to each other,* said Dodo. 
‘I am very sorry for you, Jack, and I will 
administer consolation. When I said “No** to you, 
I did it with real regret, with quite a different sort 
of feeling* to that which I should have had, if I 
had said “No** to Chesterford. It was quite an 
unreasonable feeling, I couldn’t define it, but I 
think it must have been because — * 

Then Jack recovered his . self - respect in a 

M 



DODO. 


I7« 

moment, by one of those strange contradictions 
in our nature, which ui^ed him to stop his ears 
to what, a week before, he had been almost tempt- 
ing her to say. 

*Ah, stop, stop,* he said, ‘you don't know what 
« 

you are saying. Dodo, this won't do. Think of 
Chesterford.' 

‘Chesterford and the baby,* said Dodo softly. 

* I believe you are right, Jack. This is unprofit- 
able. But, Jack, since we renounce that, let us 
still be friends. Don't let this have made any 
difference to us. Try and realise that it is all 
an illusion.* 

Dodo half turned towards him, with a long 
glance of her brown eyes, and a little smile play- 
ing about her mouth. 

*Yes, yes,* said Jack, laughing nervously. ‘I 
told Bertie so the other day. I have been a 
madman for half an hour, but that is over. Shall 
we turn ? * 

They wheeled their horses round, and cantered 
down the Row. 

‘ Oh, this beautiful world ! * exclaimed Dodo. 
•You've no idea what It is to me to come out 
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of the house again, and - ride and dance and sing. 
I really believe, Jack, that I enjoy things more 
than anyone else I know. Everything that en- 
joys itself appeals to me. Jack, do enjoy yourself, 
although we settled yon mustn’t appeal to me. 
Who is that gi'l standing there with thte poodle? 
I think I shall get Chesterford to buy me a 
poodle. There’s a woman next her awfully like 
Vivy, do you see, shading her eyes with her hand. 
It is Vivy.’ 

Dodo’s face suddenly grew grave and frightened. 
She reined her horse in opposite to where Mrs 
Vivian was standing. 

‘ Quick, quick,’ she said, ' tell me what has 
happened ! ’ 

Mrs Vivian looked up at Dodo with infinite 
compassion in her eyes. 

‘Dodo, darling,’ she said, 'give your horse to 
the groom. Please help her to dismount, Mr 
Broxton.’ 

Dodo got ofii and Mrs Vivian led her to 
a seat Dodo had a sudden flash of remem- 
brance of how she had sat here with Jack a 
year aga 
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‘Tell me quickly/ she said again. 

‘My poor Dodo/ said Mrs Vivian, softly strok- 
ing the back of Dodo’s hand. ‘ You will be 
brave, won’t you ? It is worth while being brave 
It is all over. The baby died this morning, half 
an hour after you had gone’ 

Dodo’s first feeling was one of passionate anger 
and resentment. She felt she had been duped 
and tricked in a most unjustifiable manner. Fate 
had led her to expect some happy days, and ^ 
she had been cruelly disappointed. It was not 
fair; she had just been released from two tedious 
months of inactivity, only to be caught again. 
It was like a cat playing with a mouse. She 
wanted to revenge herself on something, 

‘Oh, it is too awful,* she said. ‘Vivy, what can 
I do? It is cruel.’ Then her better nature came 
to her aid. ‘Poor Chesterford, poor dear old 
boy/ she said simply. 

Mrs Vivian’s face grew more tender. 

‘ I am glad you thought of him/ she said. ‘ His 
first thought was for you. He was there all the 
time. As soon as it was over he said to himself, 

“ Please, God, help Dodo to bear it** You 
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bear it very well, dear. Come, the carriage is 
waiting.’ 

* Oh, I can't, 1 can’t,’ said Dodo passionately ; 
‘let me sit here a little while, and then go away 
somewhere else. I can bear it better alone. I 
can’t see CK^sterford.' 

‘ No, Dodo,’ she said, ‘ you must not be cowardly. 
I know it is the worst part of it for you. But 
your duty lies with him. You must comfort him. 
You must make him feel that he has got you 
left. He is terribly broken, but he will be brave 
for your sake. Be brave for his.’ 

Dodo sighed wearily. 

' I suppose you are right,’ she said ; ‘ I will come.’ 

She turned and looked round on to the gay 
scene. The Row was full of riders, and bright 
with the flooding sunlight 

‘ Oh, it is cruel,’ she said. ‘ I only wanted to 
be happy, and I mayn’t even be that. What is 
the good of it all, if I mayn’t enjoy it? Why 
was the baby ever born? I wish it never had 
been. What good does it do anyone that I 
should suffer?’ 

Mrs Vivian felt horribly helpless and baffled. 
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How could she appeal to this woman, who looked 
at everything from only her own standpoint'? 
‘Come, Dodo,’ she said. 

They drove back in silence. Ches'terford was 

standing in the hall as they entered, waiting for 
« 

them. He came forward to meet Dodo. 

*My poor, poor darling,* he said, ‘it is very hard 
on you. But we can bear it together, Dodo.* 

Dodo turned from him passionately, and left 
him standing there. 


Dodo was sitting in the window of her morning- 
room late on the same afternoon. She and Lord 
Chesterford had been together to look at the 
baby as it lay there, with the little features that 
had been racked and distorted with pain, calm 
and set again, as if it only slept ; and Dodo had 
at tfiat moment one real pang of grief. Her first 
impulse, as we have seen, was one of anger and 
impatience at the stupidity of destiny* She had 
been enjoying herself, in a purely animal way so 
intensely, at that moment when she saw Mrs 
Vivian waiting for her under the trees. She was 
just released from a tedious period of inactivity, 
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and inactivity was to Dodo worse than anything 
in the Inferno. 

* I daresay I should get accustomed to being 
roasted/ she had said once to Miss Grantham. 
‘It really would be rather interesting seeing your 
fingers curling up like fried bacon, but imagine 
being put in a nicely-furnished room with nobody 
to talk to, and a view over Hyde Park one side, 
and Melton Mowbray the other, and never being 
able to get out ! The longer that lasted, the worse 
it would become.’ And so she had felt the sort 
of rapture with which ‘the prisoner leaps to loose 
his chains’ when she had gone out that morning, 
and again knew the infinite delight of feeling 
a fine horse answer to her hand, under a sort of 
playful protest. Then this had come upon her, 
and Dodo felt that language failed her to express 
her profound contempt and dislike for the destiny 
that shapes our ends. 

But her generosity and sense of fair play had 
come to her aid. She was not alone in this matter, 
and she quite realised that it was worse for 
Chesterford than herself. 

Chesterford had evinced the most intense interest 
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in the baby in itself. Dodo, on the other hand, had 
frankly declared that the baby’s potentialities 
possessed a far greater attraction for her than its 
actualities. But she had voluntarily linked her 
life with his, and she must do her part — they 
had had a great loss, and he must not feel that 
he boire it alone. Dodo shook her head ho^lessly 
ov^ tl)^ unknown factor, that made her so much 
to him, and left him so little to her, but she 
accepted it as inevitable. . Almost immediately 
after she had left him in the iiall, she felt angry 
with herself for having done so, just as she had 
been vexed at her. reception of his proposal of 
family prayers, and a few minutes afterwards she 
sent for him, and they had gone together to see 
the baby. And then, because she was a woman, 
because she was human, because she was genuinely 
sorry for this honest, true man who knelt beside 
her and sobbed as if his heart was broken, but 
with a natural instinct turned to her, and sorrowed 
more for her than for himself, her intense self- 
centredness for the time vanished, and with a true 
and womanly instinct, she found her consolation 
in consoling him. 
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Dodo felt as if she had lived years since this 
morning, and longed to cut the next week out of 
her life, to lose it altogether. She wanted to get 
away out of the whole course of events, to begin 
again without any past. From a purely worldly 
point of vivjw she was intensely vexed at the 
baby’s*" death ; she had felt an immense prfde in 
having provided an heir, and it was all ^o ^se, 
it was over, it might as well never have been born. 
And, as the day wore on, she felt an overwhelming 
disgust of all the days that were to follow, the 
darkened house, the quieted movements, the enforced 
idleness. If only no one knew. Dodo felt that she 
would fling herself at once, this very minute, into the 
outside world again. What was the use of all this 
retirement? It only made a bad job worse. Surely, 
when misfortune comes on one, it is best to forget 
it as soon as possible, and Dodo's eminently 
practical way of* forgetting anything, was to absorb 
herself in something else. ‘What a sensible man 
David was,* she thought ‘ He went and oiled him- 
self, which, I suppose, is* the equivalent of putting 
on one's very best evening dress.* She felt an 
inward laughter, more than half hysterical, as to 
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what would happen if she went and oiled Chester- 

ford. 

She got up and went languidly across to the 
unndow. Lord Chesterford’s room was on the 
story below, and v^as built on a wing by itself, 
and a window looked out on her side of the house 

• 4 

Looking down she saw him kneeling at his 
table, with his face buried in his hands. Dodo 
was conscious of a lump rising in her throat, and 
she went back to her chair, and sat down"" 
again. 

* He is such a good, honest, old boy,* she thought 
‘and somehow, in a dim-lit way, he finds consola 
tion in that It is a merciful arrangement* 

She walked downstairs to his study, and went in. 
He had heard her step, and stood near the door 
waiting to receive her. Dodo felt infinitely sorry 
for him. Chesterford drew her into a chair, and 
knelt down beside her. 

‘You*ve no idea what a help you have been 
to me, darling,* he said. ‘ It makes me feel as 
if I was an awful cowatd, when I see you so 
brave.* 

Dodo stroked his hand. 
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'Yes, yes,* she sdd, 'we must both be brave, 
we must help one another.* 

' Ah, my own wife,’ he said, ' what should I have 
done if it had been you? and I was dreadfully 
afi|ud at one time! You know you are both the 
baby and ycurself to me now, and yet I thought 
before you were all you could be.’ 

Dodo felt horribly uncomfortable. She had been 
aware before that there had been moments when, 
as Jack expressed it, she was 'keeping it up,’ but 
never to this extent’ 

'Tell me about it, Chesterford,’ she said. 

' It was only .half an hour after you went,’ he 
said, ‘that he suddenly got worse. The doctor 
came a few minutes after that It was all practic- 
ally over by then. It was convulsions, you know. 
He was quite quiet, and seemed out of- pain for a 
few minutes before the end, and he opened his eyes, 
and put out his little arms towards me. Do you 
think he knew me. Dodo?' 

'Yes, dear, yes,’ said Dodo softly. 

‘I should be so happy to think he did,’ said 
Lord Chesterford. ‘Poor little chap, he always 
took to me from the first do you remember? I 
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hope he knew me then. Mrs Vivian came very 
soon aiter« and she offered to go for you, and met 
you in the Park, didn’t she?’ 

‘Yes/ said Dodo; ‘Jack and I were together. 
She is very good to us. Would you like to -see 
her to-night?’ 

*Ah no, Dodo/ he said, ‘I can’t see anyone but 
your dear self. But make her come and sec you 
if you feel inclined, only come and talk to me 
again afterwards.* ' 

‘ No, dear/ said Dodo * I won’t have her, if 
you feel against it* 

* Then we shall have an evening together again, 
Dodo,’ he said. ‘ I seem to have seen you so 
little, since you began to go about again,’ he added 
wistfully. 

‘ Oh, it must be so, said Dodo ; you have one 
thing to do, and I have another. I’ve seen so 
many different people this last week, that I feel 
as if I had seen no one person.’ 

‘You are so active,* he said, ‘you do half a dozen 
things . while I am doing one.’ 

‘Oh, but you do great important man things/ 
said Dodo, ‘and 1 do silly little woman things/ 
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She felt the conversation was becoming much 
more bearable. . 

Chesterford smiled. Dodo seized on it as a 
favourable omen. 

‘ I like seeing you smile, old boy,* she said ; ‘ you 
look more ycurself than you did two hours ago.* 

He looked at her earnestly. 

* ‘ Dodo, you will not think me preaching or being 
priggish, will you, darling? You know me too well 
for that. There is one way of turning this into 
■* a blessing. We must try and see why this 

was sent us, and if we cannot see why, we 
must take it in faith, and go on living our 
lives simply and straightforwardly, and then, per- 
haps, we shall know sometime. Ah, my darling, 
it has taught me one thing already, for 1 never 
knew before how much I loved you. I loved you 
all I could before this, but it has somehow given 
me fresh power to love. I think the love I had 
for the boy has been added to the love I had for 
you, and it is yours, darling, all of it, always.’ 



CHAPTER X. 

^^T^HAT s4me evening Edith Staines and Miss 
Grantham were seated together in a box at 
the opera. The first act was just over, and Edith,^ 
who had mercilessly silenced every remark Miss 
Grantham had made during it, relaxed a little. Miss 
Grantham’s method of looking at an opera was to 
sit with her back to the stage, so as to command a 
better view of the house, and talk continuously. 
But Edith would not stand that She had before 
her a large quarto containing the full score, and 
she had a pencil in her hand with which she 
entered little corrections, and now and then she 
made comments to herself. 

* I shall tell Mancinelli of that,’ she murmured 
‘The whole point of the motif is that rapid run 
with the minim at the end, and he actually allowed 
that beast to make a rallentando.' 
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But the act was over now, and she shut the 
book with a bang. 

‘Come outside, Grantie/ she said, ‘it*s so fear- 
fully hot I had to hurry over dinner in order 
to get here in time. The overture is one of the 
best parts. It isn*t like so many overtures that 
give you a sort of abstract of the opera, but it 
hints at it all, and leaves you to think it out* 

‘ Oh, I didn’t hear the overture,’ said Miss 
Grantham. ‘I only got here at Mephistopheles* 
appearance. I think Edouard is such a dear. He 
really looks a very attractive devil. I suppose 
it’s not exactly the beauty of holiness, but extremes 
meet, you know.* 

* I must open the door,* said Edith. * I want to 
sit in a draught.' 

‘There’s Mr Broxton,* remarked Miss Grantham. 

‘ I think he sees us. I hope he’ll come up. I 
think it’s simply charming, to see how devoted he 
still is to Dodo. I think he is what they call 
faithful.* 

‘ I think it’s scandalous,’ said Edith hotly. ‘ lie’s 
got DO business to hang about like that. It’s very 
weak of him — I despise weak people. It’s no use 
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being anything, unless you're strong as well, it's 
as bad as being second-rate. You may be of good 
quality, but if you’re watered down, it’s as bad as 
being inferior.’ 

Jack meantime had made' his way up to the 
box. 

‘We’ve just been saying all sorts of nice things 
about you,’ remarked Miss Grantham sweetly. ‘ Have 
you seen Dodo to-day ? ’ 

‘Haven’t you heard?’ asked Jack. 

Edith frowned. 

‘No; what?’ she asked. 

‘Their baby died this morning,’ he said. 

Edith’s score fell to the ground with a crash. 

‘ Good heavens ! is it true ? ’ she asked. ‘ Who told 
you ? ’ 

‘ I was riding with Dodo this morning,’ said he, 
‘and Mrs Vivian met Dodo and told her. I knew 
something had happened, so I went to inquire. No 
one has seen either of them again.’ 

‘Did you try and see her?’ said Edith severely. 

‘.Yes, I went this evening.’ 

* Ah I ’ Edith frowned agaia ‘ How does he 
take it?' she asked. 
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‘I don’t know,’ be said ; ‘no one has seen tiiem 
since.' 

Edith picked up her score. 

'Good-night, Gr^tie,’ she said ‘Good-night, 
Mr Broxton. I must go.’ 

Miss Grantham looked up in astonishment Edith 
was folding her opera cloak round her. Jack offered 
to help her. 

'Thanks, I can do it,’ she said brusquely. 

‘What are you going for?’ asked Miss Granthanct^ 
in surprise. 

‘ It’s all right,’ smd Edith. ‘ I’ve got to see 
someone. I shall come back, probably.’ 

The door closed behind her. 

‘ Of course it’s awfully sad,’ remarked Miss 
Grantham, ‘but I don’t see why Edith should go 
like that I wonder where she’s gone. Don’t 
you adore the opera, Mr Broxton? I think it’s 
simply lovely. It’s so awfully sad about Maig[uerite, 
isn’t it ? I wish life was really like this. It would 
be .so nice to sing a song whenevet anything 
important happened. It would smooth things so. 
Oh, yes, this is the second act, isn’t it? It’s 
where Mephisto sings that song to the villi^e 
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people. It always makes me feel creepy. Poor 
Dodo!* 

‘I am more sorry for him,’ said Jack; 'you know 
he was simply wrapped up in the baby.* 

‘Dodo certainly finds consolation quickly,* said 
Miss Grantham. ‘ I think she*s sensible. It really 
is no use crying over spilt milk. I suppose she 
won’t go out again this .season. Dear me, it’s 
Lady Bretton’s ball the week after next, in honour 
of Lucas’s coming of s^e. Dodo was to have led^ 
the cotillion with Lord Ledgers. That was a 
good note. Isn’t the scene charming?* 

‘I don’t know what Dodo will do,* said Jack. 
‘I believe they will leave London, only — only — ' 
Miss Grantham looked at him inquiringly. 

‘You see Dodo has to be amused,’ said Jack. 
‘I don’t know what she would do, if she was to 
have to shut herself up again. She was frightfully 
bored after the baby’s birth.* 

Miss Grantham was casting a roving London 
eye over the occupants of the stalls. 

‘There’s that little Mr Spencer, the clergyman 
at Kensington,* she said. ‘ I wonder how his con* 
science lets him come to see anything so immoral 
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Isn't that Maud next him ? Dear me, how interest- 
ing, Bring them up here after the act, Mr 
Broxtoa I suppose Maud hasn’t heard?’ 

‘ I think she’s been with her father somewhere . 
in Lancashire,’ said Jack. ‘3he can only have 
come back to-'day. There is Mrs Vane, too. Dodo 
can’t have telegraphed to them.’ 

‘Oh, that’s so like Dodo,’ murmured Miss Gran- 
tham ; ‘ it probably never occurred to her. Dear 
me, this act is over. I am afraid we must have 
missed the “Virgo.” What a pity. Do go, and 
ask them all to come up here.’ 

‘So charmed,’ murmured Mrs Vane, as she 
rustled into the box. ‘Isn’t it a lovely night? 
Dear Prince Waldenech met me in the hall, and 
he asked so affectionately after Dodo. Charming, 
wasn’t it? Yes. And do you know Mr Spencer, 
dear Miss Grantham ? Shall we tell Miss Gran- 
tham and Mr Broxton our little secret, Maud? 
Cupid has been busy here,’ she whispered, wi& a 
rich elaborateness to Miss Grantham. ‘Isn’t it 
charming? We are delighted. Yes, Mr Spencer, 
Miss Grantham and Mr Broxton, of course— Mr 
Spencer.’ 
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Mr Spencer bowed and smfled, and condncted 
Mmself as he should. He was a fashionable rector 
in a tkh parish, who had long felt that the rich 
deserved as much looking after as the poor, and 
had been struck , with Maud’s zeal for the 
latter, and thought it would fit in very well 
with his zeal for the former, had won Maud’s 
heart, and now appeared as the happy accepted 
lover. 

Mrs Vane was anxious to behave in the way 
it was expected that she should, and, finding that 
Miss Grantham sat with her back to the sts^e 
and talked, took up a corresponding attitude her- 
self. Miss Grantham quickly decided that she 
did not know about the death of Dodo’s baby, 
and determined not to tell her. In the first place, 
it was to be supposed that she did not know 
dther, and in the second, she was amused by the 
present company, and knew that to mention it 
was to break up the party. 

Mr Spencer had a little copy of the words, 
with the English on one side, and the Italian on 
the other. When he came to a passage that he 
thought indelicate, he turned his attention to the 
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Italian. Maud sat between him and Miss 
Grantham. 

'I am so delighted, Maud,* Miss Grantham was 
saying, ‘and I am snre Dodo will be charmed. 
She doesn’t know yet, I suppose? When is it 
to be?’ 

*Oh, I don’t quite know,’ said Maud confusedly. 

* Algy, that is Mr Spencer, is going to leave 
London, you know, and take a living at Gloucester. 
I shall like that There is a good deal of poverty 
at Gloucester.’ 

Miss Grantham smiled sympathetically. 

‘ How sweet of you,’ she said ; ' and yon will go 
and work among the poor, and give them soup 
and prayer-books, won’t you? I should love to 
do that Mrs Vivian will tell yon all about those 
things, I suppose?’ 

‘Oh, she took me to an awful slum before we 
left London,’ said Maud, in a sort of rapture — ‘you 
know we have been away at Manchester for a 
week with my father— and I gave them some things 
I bad worked. I am doing a pair of socks for 
Dodo’s baby.’ 

Miss Gnmtham turned her attention to the stages 
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•The Jewel song is perfectly lovely/ she re- 
marked. ‘1 tHsh Edith was hera Don’t you 
rliinlf that girl sings beautifully? I wonder who 
sl^s is.’ 

At that moment the door of the box opened, 
and Edith entered. She grasped the situation 
at once, and felt furiously angry with Miss Gran- 
tham and Jack. She determined to put a stop 
to it 

‘Dear Mrs Vane, yon can’t have heard. I 
only knew this evening, and I suppose Mrs 
Vivian’s note has missed you somehow. I have 
just left her, and she told me she had written to 
)roa You know Dodo’s baby has been very ill, 
quite suddenly, and this morning — yes, yes — ' 

Mrs Vane started up distractedly. 

‘Oh, my poor Dodo,’ she cried, ‘I never knew! 
And here I am enjoying myself, when she — Maud, 
did you hear? Dodo’s baby — only this morning. 
My poor Dodo!’ 

She began crying' in a helpless sort of way. 

Maud turned round -with a face full of horror. 

‘How awful} Poor. Dodo! Come, mother, we 
must ga’ 
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Mr Spencer dropped his English and Italian 
version. * 

‘ Let me see you to your carriage/ he said. ‘ Let 
me give you an arm, Mrs Vane.' 

Maud turned to Jack, and for once showed 
some of Dodo’s spirit 

‘Mr Broxton/ she said, ‘I have an idea you 
knew. Perhaps I am wrong. If I am, I beg your 
pardon ; if not, I consider you have behaved in a 
way 1 didh’t expect of yon, being a friend of 
Dodo’s. I think — ’ she broke off, and followed 
the others. Jack felt horribly uncomfortable. 

He and Edith and Miss Grantham stood in 
silence for a moment 

‘It was horrible of you, Grantie,’ said Edith, 
‘to let them sit here, and tell them nothing 
about it’ 

‘My dear Edith, I could do nothing else/ said 
Miss Grantham, in an even, calm voice. ‘There 
would have been a scene, and I can’t bear scenes. 
There has been a scene as it is, but you are re- 
sponsible for that You are rather jumpy to-^ight 
Where have you been?’ 

‘I have been to see Mrs Vivian/ said Edith. 
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*1 wanted to know about this. I told ber I was 
comii^ back here, and she gave me this for yon, 
Mr Broxton.’ 

^he handed him a note. -Then she picked np 
her big score, an4 sat down again with her 
pencil 

The note contained only two lines, requesting 
Mr Broxton to come and ^e her in the morn- 
ing.. Jack read it and tore it np. He felt unde- 
dded how to act. Edith was buried in her scores 
and gave no sign. Miss Grantham had resumed 
her place, and was gazing languidly at the box 
opposite. He picked up his hat, and turned to 
leave. Edith looked up from her score. 

think I ought to tell you,’ she said, ‘that 
Mrs Vivian and I talked about you, and that note 
is the result I don’t care a pin what yon 
think.’ 

Jack opened his eyes in astonishment Edith 
had always struck him as being rather queer, and 
this statement seemed to him very queer indeed. 
Her manner was not conciliatory. 

He bowed 

‘ 1 ieel complimented by being the subject of 
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jronr conversation,' he. replied with well-bred 
insolence, and closed the door behind him. 

Miss Grantham laughed. A scene like this 
pleased her; it struck her as pure comedy. 

‘Really, Edith, you are very jumpy; I don’t 
understand you a bit You are unnecessarily 
rude. Why did you say you did not care a pin 
what he thought?’ 

‘You won’t understand, Grantie,’ said Edith. 
'Don’t you see how dangerous it is all becoming? 
I don’t care the least whether I am thought 
meddlesome. Jack Broxton is awfully in love 
with Dodo, anyone can see that, and Dodo 
evidently cares for him; and that poor, dear, 
honest fool Chesterford is completely blind to it 
alL It was bad enough before, but the baby’s 
death makes it twice as bad. Dodo will want to 
be amused ; she will hate this retirement, and 
^e will expect Mr Broxton to amuse her. Don’t 
}roa see she is awfully bored with her husband, 
and she will decline to be entirely confined to 
his company. While she could let off steam by 
dandng and riding and so on, it was safe; she 
only met Mr Broxton among fifty other people. 
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But decency, even Dodo’s, will forbid her to 
meet those fifty other people now. And each 
time she sees him; she will retnm to her hnsband 
more wearied than before. It is all too horrible. 

I don’t suppose she is in love with Jack Broxton, 
but she finds him attractive, and he knows it, 
and he is acting disgracefully in letting himseli 
see her so much. Everyone knows he went abroad 
to avoid her — everyone except Dodo, that is, and 
she must guess. I respected him for that, but'' 
now he is playing the traitor to Chesterford. 
And Mrs Vivian quite agrees with me.’ 

‘ Oh, it’s awfully interesting if you’re right,’ 
said Miss Grantham reflectively; ‘but I think 
you ex^gerate. Jack is not a cad. He doesn’t 
mean any harm. Besides, he is a great friend of 
Chesterford’s.’ 

‘Well, he’s got no business to play with fire,’ 
said Edith. ‘His sense of security only increases 
the real danger. If Chesterford knew exactly how 
matters stood it would be different, but he is 
so sifflple>hearted that he is only charmed to 
see Jack Broxton, and pleased that Dodo likes 
him.' 
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‘ Oh, it’s awfully interesting,’ murmured Miss 
Grantham. 

’ I could cry when I think of Chesterford,’ said 
Edith. ‘The whole thing is such a fearful tr^^y. 
If only they can get over this time safely, it may 
all blow oyet. I wish Dbdo could go out again 
to her balls and concerts. She finds such frantic 
interest in everything about her, that she doesn’t 
think much of any particular person. But it is 
this period, when she is thrown entirely on two 
or three people, that is so dangerous. She really 
is a frightful problem. Chesterford was a bold 
or a blind man to marry her. Oh, I can’t attend 
to this opera to-night. I shall go home. It’s 
nearly over. Faust is singing hopelessly out of tune.’ 

She shut her book, and picked up her fan and 
gloves. 

‘ Dear Edith,’ said Miss Grantham languidly, 
‘I think you mean very well, but you are rather 
overdrawing things. Are you really ^oing? I 
think I shall come toa’ 

Jack meantime was finding his way home in a 
rebellious and unchristian frame of mind. In 
the fi^ place, he had just lost his temper, which 
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always seemed to him to be a most misdirected 
effort of energy; in the second place, he resented 
Edith’s interference with all his heart and sonl ; 
and in the third, he did not feel so certain that 
she was wrong. , Of course he guessed what 
Mrs Vivian’s wish to sm him meant, for it had 
occurred to him very vividly what consequences 
the death of the baby would have on him and 
Dodo : and he anticipated another period like 
that which had followed the birth. Jack conld*^ 
hardly dare to trust himself to think of that 
time. He knew it had been very pleasant to him, 
and that he had enjoyed Dodo’s undisturbed 
company during many days in succession, but 
it was with a certain tingling of the ears that he 
thought of the events of the morning, and his 
mad confession to her. ^ I have a genius for 
spoiling things/ thought Jack to himself. 'Every- 
thing was going right; I was seeing Dodo enough 
to keep me happy, and free from that hateful 
feeling of last autumn, and then I spoilt it all 
by a stupid remark that could do no good, not 
help me Id any conceivable way. How will 
Dodo have taken it ? * 
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Bat he was quite sure of one thing — ^he would 
not go and see Mrs Vivian. He was, he felt, 
possessed of all the facts of the case, and he was 
competent to form a judgment on them — at any 
rate Mrs Vivian was not competent to do it for 
him. No, iie would give it another chance. He 
would again reason out the pros and cons of 
the case, he would be quite honest, and he would 
act accordingly. 

That he should arrive at the same conclusion 
was inevitable. The one thing in the world that 
no man can account for, or allow for, is change 
in himself If Jack had been able to foresee, 
when he went abroad, that he would be acting 
thus with regard to Dodo, he would have thought 
himself mad, and it would have been as impossitple 
for him to act thus then, as it was inevitable for 
him to act .thus now. If we judge by our o^m 
standards, and our own standards alter, we canndt 
expect our verdicts to remain invariable. Under 
a strong attachment a man drifts, and he cannot 
at any one moment allow for, or feel *the force of 
the current, for he is moving in it, though ht 
thinks himself at rest. The horrible necessities of 
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cause and effect work in us, as well as' around u& 

As Edith had said, his sense of security was his 
danger, for his standard of security ^not the 
same as it had been. 

He sat down and wrote a note to Mrs Vivian, 
saying that he regretted being unable to call on 
her to-morrow,* and purposely forebore to give 
any reason. He had considerable faith in her 
power of reading between the lines, and the f§ct, 
baldly stated, was an unnecessary affront to he? 
intellact. 

Mrs Vivian read the note with very little sur- 
prise, but with a good deal of regret She was 
genuinely sorry for him, but she had other means 
at her disposal, though they were not so pleasant 
to use. They involved a certain raking up of old 
d^st-heaps, and a certain awakening of disagree- 
able memories. But it never occurred to her to 
jdraw back. Naturally enough she went to see 
iDodo next morning, and found her alone. Mrs 
/Vivian had her lesson by heart, and she was only 
jwaiting for .Dodo to tell her to begin, so to speak. 
Dodo hailed her with warmth; she had evidently 
found matters a little tedious. 
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‘ Dear ' Vivy,* she said, * Fm so glad youVe 
come; and Chesterford told me to ask you to see 
him, before you went away, in case you called. So 
you will, won’t you? But I must have you for a 
long time first.’ , * . 

‘How is h/;?’ asked Mrs Vivian, 

‘Oh, he's quite well,* said Dodo, ‘but he feels 
it frightfully. But he is fortunate, he has spiritual 
c^solation as his aid. 1 haven’t, not one atom. 
It’s a great nuisance, I know, but I don’t see 
how to help it Can the Ethiopian change his 
skin ? ’ 

‘Ah, Dodo,* said she, with earnestness in her 
tone, ‘you have a great opportunity — I don’t 
think you realise how great’ 

‘Why, what do you mean?’ said Dodo. 

‘Of course I know what you feel,* said Mrs 
Vivian, ‘and it is necessary that with your grief 
there must be mixed up a great deal of vexation 
and annoyance. Isn’t it so?’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ said Dodo. ‘You don’t despise me 
for feeling that?’ 

% 

‘Despise youl’ said Mrs Viviaa ‘You know 
better than that But you must not dwell on it 
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There is something more important than the can^ 
lulling of yonr smaller engagements. Yon have a 
engagement, yon know, which must not be cancelled.’ 
Dodo rose from her chair with wide eyes. " 

‘Ah, Viyy,* she said, ‘you have guessed it, have 
yon? It is quite trae. Let me tell yon all about 
it It is just that which bothers me. These da}rs 
when I only see Chesterford bore me more than I 
can say. I don’t know why I tell you this;, it 
isn’t want of loyalty to him, but I wrant help.* K 
don’t know how to deal with h!m. Yes, he bores 
me. I always foresaw this, but I hoped I 
shouldn’t mind. I was wrong and Jack was right 
He warned me of it, but he must never know he 
was right Of course yon see why. I think I 
did not expect that Chesterford’s love for me . 
would last I thought he would cease being my 
lover, and I am terribly wrong. It gets stronger 
and stronger, He told me so last night, and I 

felt a brute. But I comforted him and deceived 
him s^n. Ah, what could I do? I don’t love 
him. I would give anything to do so. I think I 
felt once4%hat love was, but only once, and not 
fmr him.’ 



DODO. 


209 


Mrs Vivian looked up inquiringly. 

*No, I sha'h’t tell you about that/ said Dodo, 
speaking rapidly and excitedly ; ‘ it woul^ be a 
sort" of desecration. There is something divine 
about Chesterford’s feeling for me. I know it, 
but it doesn’t really touch me. I am not capable 
of it, and what happens is that I continue to 
amuse myself on my own lines, and all that goes 
c^er my head. But I make him believe I 
understand. It makes him happy. A^d I know, 

I know, that when I am out of this, I shall go 
on just as usual, except that I shall feel like a 
prisoner escaped, and reyel in my liberty. I know 
I shall. Sometimes I almost determine ' to make 
some sacrifice for him in a blind sort of way, like 
a heathen sacrificing to what he . fears, yes, fears, 
but then that mood passes and, I go on as usual. 

I long to get away from him. Sometimes I am 
afraid of hating him, if I see him too much or 
too exclusively.’ 

‘Yes, Dodo, I know, I know,’ said Mrs Vivian. 

‘ I don’t see how you are to learn Jt, unless it 
comes to you ; but what you can do, is to act as" 
if you felt it, not only in little tiny ways,. Itk^ 

P 
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calling him an “old darling,” but in living fot him 
more.' 

‘ those are only words,' said Dodo « im- 
patiently. ‘I realise it all, but I can't do it' 

There was a lodg silence. Then Mrs Vivian 
said, — 

‘Dodo, I am going to tell you 
never told anyone before, and 
of my marriage. I know the 
very welljithat I married a brute 
me. That he neglected me is trtl^ 
not all Like you, I married without 
out even liking. , There’ were reasons fm which 
I need not trouble you with. ■ i ' used to ste a 
good deal of a man witH whom I was in lc4e, 
when I married Mr Vivian. He interested me 
and made my life more bearable^ \My husband 
grew iealous of him, a^ my 

marriage. I saw it, and, l@M>i|brs^ve me,‘ it 

\ 

amused me, and I let it go in fact, I 
.encouraged it That was my mistake and 1 
ileau^ for it I beliana, he loved me at 
6nt ; it was my hmlt (hat he #1 not continue to 
do M. Then my baby was bom, and, a month 
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afterwards, somehow or other we quarrelled, and 
he said things to me which no woman ever 
forgets. He ^d it was not his child. ^ mever 
forgot it, and it is a , very ’short time ago that 
I foigave c it For two years after his death, 
as yc^ kt^jw, I travelled abroad, and I fought 
against..ilr(|u^ I believe, before God, that I have 
foriwW ^p^ r ■ Then I came back 'to Londoa 
Jti^«iMiiit day when he said those things to 
mid farther apart I interested ' 
mj^i^Jn other things, in the poor, and so on, and 
hetHtao^ to drinking. That killed him. He was 
run ^over in street, as he came back from* 
souMwiliere whOrtt hr^had been dining. But he was 
run av^ because he was dead drunk at the time 
When J .< was. abroad I came under the influence 
of a certain . Ron^n Catholic priest He dM not 
convert me, nor. did he try to,, but he helped me 
very macfi^ and one .;day, I remember the day 
very well, I ^as idi^ost in despair, because I. 
could hot forgive the wroug toy dead husband 
hhd - done me, somehow a, diange b(ga» in 

* ‘i ■ " ' / i' 

me. can tell you no more than that a db^e 

comes^ and it is there. It is the grace of God. 
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There, Bodo; that is my history, and there is 
this you may learn from it, that you must be on 
your ipard^ against making a mistake. You 
must never let Chesterford know how wide the 
gulf is between you. It will be a c6nstant effort, 
I know, but it is all you can do. Set a watch on 
yourself ; let your indifference be your safeguard, 

• * f * 

your warning. 

Mrs Vivian stood up. Her eyes were full of 
tears, and she laid her hands on Dodo’s shoulders. 
Dodo felt comfort in the presence of this strong 
woman, who had wrestled and conquered. 

Dodo looked affectionately at her, and, with 
one of those pretty motions that came so naturally 
to her, she pressed her back into her chair, and 
knelt beside her. 

‘Dear Vivy,’ she said, ‘my little troubles have 
made you cry. I am so sorry, dear. You are 
very good to me. But I want to ask you one 
thing. About that man your husband was 
jealous of—' 

‘No, no,’ said Mrs Vivian quickly; ‘that was 
only one of the incidents which I had |o tell 
. you to make the story intelligible.’ 
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Dodo hesitated. 

‘You are sure you aren-t' thinking of anyone 
in my case — pf Jack, for instance?' she suddenly 
said. 

Mrs Vivian did not answer for a moment Then 
she said, — 

‘Dodo, I am going to be very frank with you. 
He is an instance — in a way. I don’t mean to 
suppose for a moment that Chesterford is jealous 
of him, in fact, I know he can’t be^it isn’t in him ; 
but he is a good instance of the sort of thing that 
makes you tend to neglect your husband.* 

‘But you don’t think he is an instance in par- 
ticular?’ demanded Dodo. ‘I don’t mean to bind 
myself in any way, but I simply want to know.’ 

Mrs Vivian went straight to the point 

* 

‘That is a question which you can only decide 
for yourself/ she said. * I cannot pretend to 
judgeJ 

Dodo smiled. 

‘Then I will decide for myself/ she said. ‘You 
see, Jack is never dull. I daresay you may think 
him so, but I don’t. He always manages to amuse 
me, and, on the whole, the more I am amused 



**4 


DODO, 


the. le$s. bored I get in 'the intervals. He tides 
me over the difficult places. I allow they are 
difficult’ 

‘Ah, that is exactly what you mustn’t allow,’ 
said Mrs Vivian. ‘You don’t seem to realise any 
possible deficiency in yourself.’ 

‘Oh, yes, I do,’ said Dodo, as if she was an- 
noupcing the most common-place. fact in the world. 
‘I know I am deficient. I don’t appreciate devo-.^ 
tion, I don’t appreciate the quality that makes one 
gaze and gaze, as it says in the hymn. It is 

t 

rather frog-like that gazing; what do you call it — 
batrachi'an. Now, Maud is batrachian. I daresay 
it is a very high quality, but I don’t quite live 
up to it There are, of course, heaps of excellent 
things one doesn’t live up to, like the accounts of 
the Stock Exchange in the Times. I fully upder- 
stand that the steadiness of stockings makes a 
difference to somebody, only it doesn’t make any 
difference to me.’ 

‘Dodo, you are incorrigible,’ said Mrs Vivian, 
laughing in spite of herself ‘ I give you up— only, 
do the best you cam I believe, in the main, you 
agree with me. And now I must be off. You 
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said Lord Chesterford wished to « see me. I sup* 
pose he is downstairs/ 

‘ I think I shall come too/ said Dodo. 

So they went down together. Lord Chester- 
ford was in his study. 

‘ Do you know w&at Mrs Vivian has been say- 
ing to me?’ remarked Dodo placidly, as she laid* 
her hand on his shoulder. ‘She has been telling 
me I did not love you enough — isn’t she 
ridiculous ? ’ 

Mrs Vivian for the moment was nonplussed, 
but she recovered herself quickly. 

‘Dodo is very naughty to-day/ she said. ‘She 
misconstrues everything I say/ 

‘I don’t think it’s likely you said that/ said he, 
capturing Dodo’s hand, ‘because it isn’t true/ 

‘I am certainly de tropl murmured Mrs Vivian, 
turning to go. 

Dodo’s hand lay unresistingly in hi& 

‘She has been so good and brave,* said Lord 

* 

Chesterford to Mrs Vivian, ‘she makes me feel 
ashamed.’ 

Mrs Vivian felt an immense admiration for him. 

*I said you deserved a very great deal,’ she 
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lotting out her hand to him. ‘I must go, 
'my carriage has been waiting an hour.’ 

He retained Dodo’s hand, and they saw her to 
the door. 

The footman met them in' the hall. 

‘Mr Broxton wants to know whether you can 
.see him, my lady,’ he said to Dodo. 

‘Would you like to see Jack?’ she asked 
Chesterford. 

• \ 

‘I would rather you told him you can’t,’ he 
said. 

‘Of course I will,’ she answered. She turned to 
the footman. ‘Say I am engaged, But he may 
come again to-morrow and I will see him. You 
don’t mind my seeing him, do you, Chesterford?’ 

‘No, no, dear,’ he said. 

Dodo and Chesterford turned back to the draw- 
ing-room. Jack was on the steps. 

‘I thought you were engaged at this hour,’ Mrs 
Vivian said to him. 

‘So 1 was,’ he answered. ‘Dodo asked me to 
come and see her.’ 



CHAPTER XL 

TT was just three weeks after the baby's death 
and Dodo was sitting in her room about 
eleven a'clock in the morning, yawning dismally 
over a novel, but she was conscious of a* cer- 
tain relief, a sense of effort suspended. Late 
the evening before, Lord Chesterford had con- 
sulted her about some business down at H ar- 
chester, and Dodo, in a moment of inspiration, 
had said that it must be done by someone 
on the spot, that an agent was not to be 

tiaisted, and that if Chesterford liked she would 
go. This, of course, led to his ' offering to go 

himself, and would Dodo come with him ? 

Dodo had replied that she was quite willing to 
go, but that there was no need of both of 

them making' a tiresome journey on an internally 
hot day. Chesterford had felt, rather wistfully, 
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tiiat he -would not mind the journey, if Dodo 
was adth him, but he had learned lately not 

, • I * 

to say such things. Dodo was apt to treat 
them as nonsense. ‘My coming with you 
wouldn’t make it any cooler, or less insufferably 
dusty,’ she would have said. The result was 
thfit Chesterford went, and Dodo was left alone, 
in London, with a distinct sense of relief and 
relaxation. 

Dodo’s next move was to send a .note to' 
Jack,* saying that he was going to come and 
lunch with her. She was not conscious of any 
sense of deception in this, but she had seen 
that Chesterford had not cared to see anybody 
^since the baby’s death, except Mrs Vivian, 
whereas she longed to be in the midst of 
people again. So, whenever opportunities oc- 
curred, she had been in the habit of seeing 
what she could- of her friends, but was very care- 
ful not to bore her husband with them. She 
was quite alive to tho truth of Mrs Vivian’s 
remarks. 

But though Dodo felt a great relief in her hus- 
band’s absence, she was more than ever conscious 
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of the unutterable ^pidity of spending day after 
day doing -nothing. It was something even to 
keep it op with Chesterford, but now there was 
nothing to do— nothing. Still, Jack was coming 
to lunch, and perhaps she might get through a 
few hours that way. Chesterford had sdd 
he would be back that night late or next 
morning. 

The footman came in bearing a card, tjack 
already,* thought Dodo, with wonder. But it was 
not Jack. Dodo looked at it and pondered a 
moment 'Tell Lady Bretton I will see her,* she 
said. 

A few moments afterwards Lady Bretton rustled 
into the room. Dodo had always thought her* 

rather like a barmaid, and she was sure that 
she would attract many customers at any public- 
house. She was charmingly pretty, and always 
said the right thing. Dodo felt she ought 

to know why she had come, but. couldn*t 

quite remember. But she was not left in doubt 

long, 

'Dearest Dodo,* said Lady Bretton, 'I have 
wanted to come and see you dreadfully, only I 
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haven’t been able. You koow^ncas has been at 
home all this week/ 

Then it flashed upon Dodo. 

‘He comes of age to-day, -you know, and we are 
giving a ball. I was so dreadfully shocked to hear 
your bad news, and am delighted to see you 
looking so well considering. Is Lord Chesterford 
at home ? ’ 

‘No/ said Dodo, as if weighing something in 
her mind. ‘He may come to-night, but I don’t 
really expect him till to-morrow morning.’ 

‘Has he gone on some visit?’ asked she. ‘1 
didn’t suppose — ’ ^ 

‘No, he’s only gone on business to Harchester. 
He hasn’t, of course, been out at all. But — ’ 

Dodo paused. 

Then she got quickly up from her chair, and 
clapped her hands. 

‘Yes, I will come. I am dying to go out s^in. 
Who leads the cotillion with me ? Tommy Ledgers, 
isn’t it? Oh, I shall enjoy it. I’m nearly dead 
for want of something to do. And he can dance, 
too. Yes, I’ll come, but I must be back by half- 
past twa Chesterfoi^ will perhaps come by the 
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n^ht train getting here at twa I daresay it will 
be late. Are yon going to have the mi^or' figure 7 
Do have it There's no one like Ledgers for 
leading that He led it here with me. It will be 
like escaping from penal servitude for life. Talk 
of treadmills! I’m at the point of deatii for want 
of a dance. Let it b^in punctually. I’ll be there 
by ten sharp if you like. Tell Prince Waldenech 
I’m coming. He wrote to say he wouldn’t go 
unless I did. He’s badly in love with me. That 
doesn’t giatter, but he can dance. All those 
Austrians can. I’m going to have a r^;ular 
debauch.’ 

• » 

‘I’m delighted,’ said Lady Bretton. ‘I came 
here to ask you whether you couldn’t possibly 
come, but I hardly dared. Dear Dodo, it’s charm- 
ing of you. It will make all the difference. I 
was in despair this morning. I had asked Milly 
Cornish to lead with Ledgers, but she refused, 
unless I asked you again first We’ll have a 
triumphant arch, if you like, with "Welcome to 
Dodo” on it’ 

‘Anything you like,’ said Dodo; ‘the madder the 
oierrier. Let’s see, how does the hoop figure go?' 
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Do(io snatched up an old cotillion hoop from 
where it stood in the corner with fifty other relicSi 
and b^an practising it. 

‘We mnst have this right,* she said; Mfs quite 
new to most people. You mnst tell Tommy to 
come here for an hour this afternoon, and we’ll 
rehearse. You start with it in the left hand, don’t 
you, and then cross it over, and hold your partner’s 
hoop in the right Damn — I your pardon — 

but it doesn’t go right. No, you must send Ledgers. 
Shall 1 want castanets? I- think I’d better. We 
must have the new Spanish figure. Ah, that is 
right’ 

Dodo went through a series of mysterious re* 
volutions with the hoop. 

‘I feel like a vampire who’s got hold of blood 
again,’ said Dodo, pausing to get her breath. *I 
feel like a fish put back into the water, like a 
convict back in his own warm nest No chaise 
for mixed metaphors. Supplied free, gratis, and 
for nothing,’ she said, with emphasis. 

Lady Bretton put her head a little on one side^ 
and gushed at her. Her manners were always 
perfect 
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'Now, I’m going to* send you off,’ said Doda 
'Jack’s cotxfing to lunch, and I’ve got a lot to 
do. Jack who? Jack Broxton, of course. Will 
he bfe with you to-night? No? I shall tell him 
I’m coming. You see if he doesn’t come . toa 
You sent him a card, of course. After lunch I. 
shall want Tommy. Mind he comes. Good-bye.’ 

Dodo felt herself again. There was the double 
relief of Chesterford’s absence, and there was some- 
thing to da She hummed a little French song, 
snapped her castemets, and pitched her qovel into 
the grate'. 

'Oh, this great big world,’ she said, ‘you’ve been 
dead, and I’ve been ‘ dead for a month. Won’t 
we have a resurrection this evening I Come in, 
Jack,’ she went on, as the door opened. ‘Here’s 
your hoop. Catch it ! Do you know the hoop 
figure ? That’s right ; no, in your left hand. That’s 
all with the hoop. Now we waltz.’ 

Jack had a very vague idea as to why he 
happened to be waltzing with Dodo. It seemed 
to him rather like ‘Alice in Wonderland.’ How- 
ever, he supposed it was all right, and on they 
went A collision with the table, and a slow 
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stream of ink dropping in a fatal, relent* 
less manner on to the carpet, caused a stoppage, 
and Dodo condescended to explain, which she did 
all in one- sentence. . • 

‘ Chesterford’s gone to Harchester after some 
stuffy business, and I’m going to the Brettons* 
ball, yon must come. Jack, I’m going to lead 
the cotillion writh Tommy, I simply mast go 
I’m d)dng to go out again ; and, oh. Jack, I’m 
awfully glad to see yon, and why haven’t you' 
been here for the last twenty years, and I’m* out 
of breath, never mind the ink.’ 

Dodo stopped from sheer exhaustion, and dropped 
a blotting-pad on to the pool of ink, which had 
now assumed the importance of an inland lake. 

‘Blanche has bepn here this morning,’ she con- 
tinued, ‘and I told her I’d come, and would bring 
you. You must come. Jack. You’re an awfully 
early bird, and I haven’t got any worms for you, 
because they’ve all turned, owing to the hot 
weather, I suppose, and I feel so happy I can’t 
talk sense. Tommy’s coming this afternoon to 
practise. What time is it? Let’s go and have 
lunch. That will do instead of worms. If Chester- 
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ford goes to attend to baiKCTs , business, why 
shouldn’t I go and dance? It really is a kind* 
ness to Blanche. Nothing ought to stand in the 
way of a kindness. She was in despair; she told 
nie so herself. She might have committed suicide. 
It would nave been pleasant to have a countess’s 
corpse’s blood on your head, wouldn’t it?’ 

‘I thought Chesterford was here,’ said Jack. 

‘Oh, I’m not good enough for you,’ remarked 
Dodo. ‘ That’s very kind -of you. I suppose you 
wouldn’t have come, if you had known J should 
have had no one to meet you. Well, there isn’t 
a soul, so you can go away if you like, or join 
the footmen in the servants’ hall. Oh, I am so 
glad to be doing something s^ain.’ 

‘I’m awfully glad you’re coiging to-night,’ said 
Jack ; ‘ it’ll do you good.’ 

‘Ain’t it a iark,’ remarked Dodo, in pure Lanca- 
shire dialect, helping herself largely to beefsteak. 

* • 

‘Jack, what’ll you drink? Do you want beer? 
I’ll treat you to what you like. You may dis- 
solve my pearls in vin^^ar, if it will give you any 
satisfaction. Fetch Mr Broxton my pearls, I 
mean some beer,’ said Dodo, upsetting, the salt 
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‘Really, Jack,, I believe I’ve gone clean cracked 
l*ve upset a lot of salt over your coat Pour 
some claret upon it Oh, no, that’s the other 
way round, but I don’t see why it Wouldn’t 
do. Have some more steak, Jack. Where’s the 
gravy spoon? Jack, have you been trying to 
steal the silver? Oh, there it is. Have some 
chopped carrots with it Who’s that ringing at 
our door-bell ? I’m a little — Who is it, Walter ? 
Just go, out and see. • Miss Staines? Tell her' 
there’s Ipnch going on and Jack’s here. There’s 
an inducement Jack, do you like Edith? She’s 
rather loud Yes,, 1 agree, but we zdl make a 
noise at times. Can’t she stop? Oh, very well, 
she may go away again. I believe she wouldn’t 
come because y6i%were here. Jack. I don’t think 
she likes you, but you’re a very good sort in 
your way. Jack, will you say grace? Chester- 
ford always says grace. Well, for a Christian 
gentleman not to know a grace! Bring some 
cigarettes, W’alter, or would you rather have a 
cigar. Jack? And some black coffee. Well, I’m 
very grateful for my good dinner, and 1 don’t 
mind saying so.’ 
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Dodo went on talking at the top of her vcnce, 
quite contin'uonsly. She asked Jack a dozen 
questions without waiting for the answer. 

‘Where shall we go now, Jack?’ she continued, 
when they had finished coffee — Dodo took three 
cups and a cigarette with each. ‘We must, go 
somewhere. I can leave word for Ledgers to 
wait. Let’s go to the Zoo and see all the animals 
in cages. Ah, I sympathise with them. I have 
only just got out of my cage myself.’ 

Dodo dragged Jack off to the Zoo, on the top 
of a bus, and bought buns for the animals, and 
fruit for the birds, and poked a fierce lion with the 
end of her parasol, which the brute bit off, and 
nearly fell over into the polar bear’s tank, and 
had all her money stolen by a pickpocket 

Then she went back home, and found Lord 
Ledgers, whom she put through his paces, and 
then she had tea, and dressed for the ball. She 
had ordered* a very remarkable ball -dress from 
Worth’s, just before the baby’s death, which had 
'never yet seen the light It was a soft grey tex- 
ture, which Dodo said looked like a sunlit mi^ 
and it was strictly half mourning. She felt it was 
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a badge of her freedom, and put it on with a 
fiesh burst of exultation. She had a lat|^ bouquet 
of orchids, which Lord Bretton had caused to be 
sent her, and a fan painted by Watteau, and a 
French hair-dresser came and ‘did’ her hair. By 
this time dinner was ready; and after dinner she 
sat in her room smoking and singing French songs 
to Lord Ledgers, who had come to fetch her, and 
at half-past nine the carriage was announced. 
About the same moment another carriage drovi' 
up to the door, and as Dodo ran downstairs she 
found her husband in the hall. 

She looked at him a moment with undisguised 
astonishment, and a frown gathered on her fore- 
head. 

‘You here?’ she said. ‘I thought you weren’t 
coming till late.’ 

*1 caught the earlier train,’ he said; ‘and where 
are you off to?’ 

‘ I’m going to the Brettons’ ball;’ said Dodo 
frankly; ‘I can’t wait’ 

. He turned round and faced her. 

. *Oh, Dodo, so soon,’ he -said. 

‘Yes, yes, I miist' stdd Doda ,‘You know this 
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kfils me, this sticking here with nothing to do 
from day to day, and nothing to see, and 'nobody 
to talk to. It’s death ; I can’t bear if- 

‘Very we^,’ he said gently, ‘you are quite 
right to go if yon want ta But I am not coming 
Dodo.' 

Dodo’s face brightened. 

' No, dear, they don’t expect you. . I thought 
you wouldn’t be back.’ 

‘ I diouldn’t go in any case,’ smd he. 

Lord Ledgers was here heard to remark ‘By 
Gad!’ 

Dodo laid her hand on bis shoulder, conscious 
of restraining her impatience. 

‘No, that’s just the difference between ns,’ she 
said. ‘Go on, Tommy, get into the carriage. 
You don’t want me not to go, dear, do you?’ ’ 

‘ No, you are right to go, if you ’wish to,’ he 
said ^ain. 

Dodo grew impatient 

‘Really, yon might be more cordial about it,’ 
she said ‘I needn’t have consulted you at alL’ 

Lord Chesterfoto was not as meek as Moses. 
He was capable of a sense of injustice. 
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*1 devil: know that jrou did consult me much, 
he ‘You mean to go in any case.’ 

‘Very well,' said Dodo, ‘ I do mean to go. Good- 
night, old boy. I sha’n’t. be very la^ But I 
don’t mean to quarrel with you.’ 

Lord Chesterford turned into his room. But 
he would not keep Dodo, as she wished to go, 
even if he could have done so. 

* 

Ledgers was waiting in*the carriage. 

‘Oh, the devil,* said Dodo, as she stepped in. ' 

Lady Bretton’s ball is still tdlked aboUt, I 
believe, in certain circles, though it ought to 
have been consigned, with all other events of last 
year, to oblivion. It was very brilliant, and several 
princes shed* the light of their presence on it 
But, as Lord Ledgers was heard to remark after- 
wards, ‘There are many princes, but there is only 
one Dodo.* * He felt as if he was adapting a 
quotation from the Koran, which was somehow 
suitable to the positive solemnity of the occasion* 
Dodo can only be described as having been inde- 
scribable. Lucas, Lady Bretton’s eldest son, in 
honour of whose coming of age the ball was given, 
can hardly allude to it even now* His emotions 
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expressed themselves feebly in his dressing with 
eveh more care than usual, in hanging round 
Eaton Square, and in leaving cards on the Chester- 
fords as often as was decent 
Dodo was conscious of a frenzied desire to 
make the most of it, and to drown remembrance, 
for in the background of her mind was another 
picture, that she did not care to look at There 
was a man she knew, leaning over a small dead 
child. The door of the room was half open, and 
a wo’man, brilliantly dressed, was turning to go 
out, looking back over her shoulder with a smile, 
half of impatience, half of pity, at the kneeling 
figure in the room. Through the half-open doof 
came sounds of music and rhythmical steps, and 
a blaze of light This picture had started un- 
bidden into Dodo’s mind, as she and Ledgers 
drove up to Lady Bretton’s door, with such sudden 
clearness that she half wondered whether she had 
ever actually seen it It reminded her of one of 
Orchardson’s silent, well-appointed tragedies. In 
any case it gave her a rather unpleasant twinge, 
and she determined to shut it out for the rest of 
the evening, and,* to do her justice, no one would 
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have goessed that Dodo’s brilliance was due to 
any&iog bat pure spontaneity, or that, even in 
the deepest shades of her inmost mind, there was 
any remembrance that it - needed an effort to 
stifle. 

Many women, though few men, were surprised 
to see her there, and there was no one who was 
not glad ; but the question arose more than once in 
the minds of two or three people, ‘Wonld society 
stand it if she didn’t happen .to be herself?’ Dodo 
had treated a select party of her friends to a 
private exhibition of skirt>dancing during supper- 
time. The music from the band was quite loud 
enough to be heard distinctly in a small, rather 
unfrequented sitting -out room, and. there Dodo 
had displayed her incomparable grace of movement 
and limb to the highest advantage. Dodo danced 
that night with unusual perfection, and who has 
not felt the exquisite beauty of such motion? 
Her figure, clad in its long, clinging folds of 
diaphanous, almost luminous texture, stood out 
like a radiant statue of dawn against the dark 
panelling of the room ; her graceful figure bending 
this way and that, her wonderful white arms now 
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holding aside her long skirt, or dasped above 
her head; above all, the supreme distinction and 
consdons modesty of every posture seemed, to the 
little drcle who saw her, to be almost a new revela^ 
tion of the perfection of form, colour and grace. 

Jack kniw Dodo pretty well, but he stood and 
wondered. Was she a devil? was she a tiger? 
or was she, after all, a woman ? Dodo had told him 
what had happened that evening, and yet he did 
not condemn her utterly. He knew how prison- 
like her life must have been to her during the 
last month. It was a thousand pities that Dodo’s 
meat was Chesterford’s poison, but he no more 
blamed Dodo for eating her meat than he blamed 
Chesterford for avoiding his poison ; and to advance 
the conventional argument against Dodo, that her 
behaviour was not usual, was equivalent to saying, 
‘Why do behave like yourself?’ rather than ‘Why 
don’t you behave like other people?’ Dodo’s esti- 
mate of herself, as purely normal, was only another 
instance of her very abnormalness< No, on the 
whole, she was not a devil The other question 
was harder to settle. Jack remembered a tigress 
he had seen that day with her at the Zoo. The 

Q 
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brate l^ad~a smai'i and perfectly fascinating tiger 
eub, in which she took a certain maternal pride; 
but when feeding-time came near, and the cub 
continued to be importunate, she gave it a cuff 
with her big velvety paw, and sent it stag- 
gering to the comer. Dodo’s tiger cub was a 
mixture between Chesterford and the dead child, 
and Dodo’s feeding-time had come round Here 
she was feeding with an enviable appetite, and 
where was the cub? The tig^ress element was ndt 
wholly absent 

And yet, withal, she was a woman. Is it that 
certain attributes of pure womanliness ran through 
the female of animals, or that every woman has 
a touch of the tigress about her? Jack felt in- 
competent to decide. 

Dodo’s dance came to an end She accepted 
Prince Waldenech’s arm, and went down to supper. 
As he advanced to her. Dodo dropped a curtsey, 
and he stooped and kissed her hand. ‘ The brute,’ 
thought Jack, as he strolled out into the ballroom, 
where people were beginning to collect i^^ain. 
Many turned and looked at Dodo as she passed 
out with her handsome partner. The glow of exer- 
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else and excitement and success burned brightly 
in her cheeWs, and no one accused Dodo of using 
rouge. . The supper was spread on a number of 
small tables, laid for four or six each. The Prince 
led her to an empty one, and sat down by her 
ride. ^ 

‘ I have seen many beautiful things,* he said, in 
French, which permits a man to say more than he 
may in English, 'but none so beautiful as what 
1 have seen to-night’ 

Dodo was far too accomplished a coquette 
to pretend not to know what he meant She 
made him a charming little obeisance. 

‘Politeness required that of your Highness,* she 
srid. ‘That is only my due, yon know.* 

‘I can never give you your due,’ said he. 

‘My due in this case is the knowledge I have 
pleased 3^00.* 

Dodo felt suddenly a little uncomfortable. The 
foi^tten picture flashed, for a moment across her 
inward eye. She spoke of other things; praised 
the prettiness of the ballroom, the excellence ot 
the band. 

*'Lady Bretton has given a fine setting to Ae 
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diamdild/ said the Prince» ‘ bat the dlamood if not 
hers/ 

Dodo laughed. He was a little ponderous, and 
he deserved to be told so. ' 

* You Austrians have beautiful manners/ she 
said, ‘but you are too serious. English are always 
accused of sharing that fault, but anyhow, when 
they pay compliments, they have at least the air 
of not meaning what they say/ ^ 

‘ That Is the fault of the English, or of the com- 
pliment* . 

‘ No one means what they say when they pay com- 
pliments/ said Dodo. ‘ They are only a kind of for- 
mula to avoid the unpleasantness of saying nothing/ 
'Austrians seldom pay compliments/ said he; 
‘but when they do, they mean them/ 

'Ouf/ said Dodo; ‘that sounds homelike to you, 
doesn’t it? All Austrians say ‘ouf’ in books — do 
they really say * ouf/ by the way— What a bald 
way of saying that I needn’t expect any more 
to-night Really, Prince, that’s rather unflattering 
of yoa No, don’t excuse yourself ; I understand 
perfectly. I’m not fishing for any more. Come, 
there’s the pas ds qtuUre beginning. That’s the 
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‘Old Road* tune. ' Itfs madi the best What 
do yoa suppose “Knocked ’em in the Old Kent 
Road ” means ? No foreigner has ever been able to 
translate it to me yet This is your dancej isn’t 
it? O dear me, half the night’s gone, and I fed 
as if I Ijaan’t begun yet Some people are in bed 
now : what a waste a time, you know.’ 

The ball went on and on, and Dodo seemed 
to gather fresh strength and brilliance with each 
hour. Extra dances were added and still added, 
and many who were tired with dancing stayed 
and watched her. The princes went aAvay, and 
nobody noticed their departure. If Cleopatra herself 
had suddenly entered the ballroom, she would 
have found herself at a discount It was the 
culmination of Dodo’s successea She seemed 
different in kind, as well as in degree, from the 
crowd around her. Pretty women seemed sud- 
denly plain and middle-aged ; well-dressed women 
looked dowdy beside her, and when at length, 
as the electric light began to pale perceptibly 
before the breaking day. Dodo asked her partner 
to take her to Lady Bretton, the dancers stopped, 
and followed Dodo and Prince Waldenech for 
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dw iwas dandng with Um, to where Lady 
Bretiqi was standing. 

' It has been heavenly/ said Doda ' It's a dread- 
fnl bore to have people come and say hoar mnch 
they have enjoyed themselves, bnt I’ve done it 
now. Tell Lncas I wish he would come of 
every year; he really is a public benefactor.’ 

She took Prince Waldenech’s arm, and stood 
wdting with him, while her carriage detached 
itself from the others which lined the square^ 
and drove np to the door. And, as they stood 
there, the crowd followed her slowly out of 
the ballroom, still silent, and still watching her, 
and lined the stairs, as she passed down to the 
front door. 

Then, when she had got into her carriage, and 
had driven off, they looked at each other as if 
they had all been walking in their sleep, and no 
one knew exactly why they were there. And 
a quarter of an hour later the rooms were com* 
pletely empty. 

Meanwhile, as Dodo drove back through the 
still, cool, morning mr, she threw down the windows 
of her carriage, and drew in deep satisfied breaths 
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of its freshness. She thought of the crowds who 
had followed her down to the door, and laughed 
for pleasure. * It’s life, it’s life,’ she thought ‘They 
followed me like sheep. Ah, how I love it I’ 

It was nearly six when she reached home. ‘ De- 
cidedly^ it would be too absurd to go to bed,’ 
she thought *1 shall go for a glorious galley, 
and come back to breakfast with Chesterford. 
Tell them to saddle Starlight at once,’ she said 
to the footman ; ‘ I sha’n’t want a groom. And tell 
Lord Chesterford, when he awakes, that I shall 
be back to breakfast’ 



CHAPTER XII. 

/^HESTERFORD did not let Dodo see how 
strongly he had felt on the subject of the balL 
He argued to himself that it would do no good. 
Dodo would not understand, or, understanding, 
would misunderstand the strength of his feeling, 
and he did not care that she should know that 
he thought her heartless. He was quite conscious 
that matters were a little strained between them, 
though Dodo apparently was sublimely unaware 
of it ^e bad a momentary nervousness when 
they met at breakfast, on the morning after the 
ball, that Chesterford was going to make a fuss, 
and she could not quite see what it would end 
in, if the subject was broached. But he came in 
looking as usual. He told her how matters had gone 
with him on the previous day, and had recounted, 
with a certain humour, a few sharp words which 
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an old lady in Ids railway carriage had addressed 
to him, becatise he didn’t help her to hand ont 
two lai^e cages of canaries which she was 
taking home. 

Dodo welcomed all this as a sign of grace, 
and was only too happy to meet her husband 
half'way. He had been a trifle melodramatic 
on the previous evening, but we are all liable 
to make mountains out of molehills at times, 
she thought Personally her inclination was to 
make molehills out of mountains, but that was 
only a difference in temperament; both implied 
a judgment at fault, and she was quite willing 
to forgive and forget In a word she was par- 
ticularly nice to him, and when breakfast was 
over she took his arm, and led him away to 

t. * 

her room. 

'Sit down in that very big chair, old hay,* die 
said, 'and twiddle your thumbs while I write some 
notes. I’m going to see Mrs Vivian this morning, 
and your lordship may come in my ladyship’s 
carriage if it likes. Is lordship masculine, feminine; 
or neuter, Chesterford? Anyhow, it’s wrong to say 
your lordship may come in your carriage, becauM 
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iordsh^ is the nominative to the sentence, and is 
Jn the' third person — what was I saying? Oh, yes, 
yon may come if it likes, and drop me there, and 
then go away for about half an hour, anil tiien 
come back, and then we’ll have Innch together 
at home. 

‘I’ve got to go to some stupid committee at the 
club,' said Chesterford, ‘but that's not till twelve. 
Ill send yont carriage back for yon, but I sha'n’t 
be able to be in at lunch.' 

‘ Oh, very good,’ remarked Dodo. ‘ I’m sorry 
I married you. I might be a lone lorn widdy for 
all yon care. He prefers lunching at his club,’ 
she went on dramatically, addressing the black 
virgin, ‘to having his chop at home with the wife 
of his bosom. How sharper than a serpent’s tooth 
to have a thankless Chesterford I ’ 

Dodo proceeded to write her notes, and threw 
Uiem one hy one at her husband as he sat con- 
toitedly by the window, in the very big chair that 
Dodo had indicated. 

Dodo’s correspondence was as varied as the collec- 
tion of photographs on her mantelpiece. The first 
note was to her ipoom at Winstmi, telling him 
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to have another riding-horse sent up at once, 9S 
her own particular mare had gone lame. It missed 
Chesterford’s head, and fell with an ominous clatter 
among some hric-h^rac and china. 

'That’ll be a bill for yon to pay, darlii^* said 
Dodo swoetly. ‘Why didn’t yon put your silly 
old head in the light?’ 

The next was a slightly better shot, and fell 
right side upwards on to Chesterford’s knee, but 
with the address upside down to him. He loodced 
at it vaguely. 

'His Serene Highness who?’ he asked, spelling 
it out. 

'That’s not grammar,' said Dodo. 'It’s only 
to Prince Waldenech. He is Serene, isn’t he ? He 
looks it, anyhow. He was at the Brettons’ last 
night. Austrian but amiable.’ 

Chesterford was fingering the envelope 

‘He’s an unmitigated blackguard,' he said, after 
a little consideration. 'I wish you’d let me tear 
it up, Doda What on earth have yon got to 
say to him?’ 

'I shall have to write it again, dear,, if you do,’ 
said she. conscious of bridling a' rising irritation. 
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‘ Hct really b an awfbl brnt^' he repeated 

*C^ my dear Chesterford, what does that 
matter?’ asked Dodo, impatiently tapping the floor 
with the toe. of her shoe. 'It isn’t my business 
to go raking up th^ character of people I’m intro- 
duced ta’ 

'You mean yon don’t mind what a man’s char- 
acter b, as long as he’s agreeable.’ 

‘It isn’t my business to be court inquisitor,* she 
sud ‘Half of what one hears about people isn’t*^ 
truer and the other half — well, all yon can say is, 
that it isn’t exactly false.’ 

Dodo could lose her temper very quickly on 
occasions, especially when she was in a hurry, as 
she was now. 

‘My dear Dodo, do you happen to know the 
story of— ’ 

‘No, I don’t,’ she said vehemently. ‘Shall I 
seem rude if I say I don’t want to? I really 
think }rou might find something better to do than 
tell scandalous stories about people yon don’t 
know.’ 

‘ I know all I want to know about Prince 
Waldenech,’ said Chnterford, rbing. 
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‘You’ll know more about him soon/ remarked 
Dodo, ‘ becauK I’ve asked him to stay at \^ston. 
I suppose you think I wanted to make a secret 
about it I had no such intention, I assure 
yoa’ 

'Is this note to ask him to come?' he in* 
quired. 

‘Certainly it is,’ said Dodo defiantly. 

‘I may as well tear it up,’ said he. ‘I don’t 
mean him to be. asked, Doda I don’t wli^ to 
have him in the house.’ 

Dodo had lost her temper thoroughly. 

‘His being asked to Winston is immaterial,’ she 
said, with scorn in her voice. ‘You certainly have 
the power to prevent his coming to your house. 
Your power I must regard, your wishes I shall 
not I can see him in London with perfect 
ease.’ 

‘Yon mean you attach no weight to my wishes 
in this matter?’ said Chesterford. 

‘ None.’ 

'Will no knowledge of what the man is really 
like, stop you holding further intercourse with him ? ’ 
he asked. 
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' 'I don’t wish it to be known that my wife 
associates with such people,’ he said. 

‘Your wife does not r^ard it in that light,’ 
replied Dodo. ‘I have no intention of ptoclaiming 
the fact from the housetops.’ 

<* 

To do Chesterford justice he was getting angry 
toa 

‘It’s perfectly intolerable that there should be^ 
this sort of dispute between you and me. Dodo,’ 
he sud. 

‘That is the first point on which we have not 
differed’ 

‘You entirely decline to listen to reason?’ 

‘To your reasons, you mean,’ ssud Dodo. 

‘To mine or any honest man’s.’ 

Dodo burst out into a harsh, mirthless laugh. 

‘Ah, you’re beginning to be jealous?’ she said 
‘It is very bourgeois to be jealous.’ 

Chesterford coloured angrily. 

‘That is an insult. Dodo,’ he said. ‘Remember 
that there is a courtesy due even from a wife 
to a husband. Besides that, you know the 
contrary.' 
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'Really, I know nothing of the sort,' she re^ 
turned. 'Ydur whole conduct, both last n^ht and 
this morning, has been so melodramatic, that I 
b^[in to suspect all sorts of latent virtues in 
you.* 

‘We ,are wandering from the point,’ said he. 
‘Do .you mean that nothing will deter you from 
seeing this Austrian?’ 

‘He is received in society,’ said Dodo; ‘he 
is presentable, he is even amusing. Am I to 
tell him that my husband is afraid he’ll corrupt 
my morals? If people in general cut him, I 
don’t say that I should continue to cultivate his 
acquaintance. It is absurd to run amuck of 
such conventiona If you bad approached me 
in a proper manner, I don’t say that I 
mightn’t have seen my way to meeting your 
wishes.’ 

‘I don’t feel I am to blame in that respect,’ 
sdd he. 

‘That shows you don’t know how far we are 
apart,’ she replied. 

He was suddenly frightened. He tame closer 
to her. 
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♦ Far lyart, Dodo ? We ? ’ 

'It aeems to me that this interview has revealed 
some astonishing differences -of opinion between , 
us,' she said. *I don’t wish to multipl}^ worda 
Yon have told me what yon think on the snbject, 
and I have told you what I think. Yon have 
claimed the power a husband certainly possesses, 
and I claim the liberty that my husband cannot 
deprive me of. Or perhaps you wish to lock me 
up. We qnite understand one another. Let n$ 
agree to differ. Give me that note, please. I 
suppose you can trust me not to send it I should 
like to keep it It is interesting to count the 
milestonea’ 

Dodo spoke with the recklessness of a woman’s 
anger, which is always much more unwanton 
than that of a man. A man does not say cruel 
things when he is angry, because they are cruel, 
but because he is angry. Dodo was cruel because 
^e wished to be cruel. He gave her the note^ 
and turned to leave the room. Dodo’s last 
speech made it impossible for him to say more. 
The only thing he would not sacrifice to his love- 
was his honour or hers. But Dodo suddenly saw 
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the horrible ImpossiUlity of the sitnation. She 
had not the' smallest intention of living on bad 
* terms with her husband. They had quarreled, 
it was a pity, but it was over. A storm may 
only clear the air; it is not always the procorsor 
of bad, weather. The air wanted clearing, and 
Dodo determined that this should not be the 
prelude of rain and wind. To her, of course, 
the knowledge that she did not love her husband 
had long been a commonplace, but to him the 
truth was coming in fierce, blinding flashes, and 
by their light he could see that a great flood had 
come down into his happy valley, carrying deso- 
lation before it, and between him and Dodo 
stretched a tawny waste of water. But Dodo had 
no intention of quarrelling with him, or maintain- 
ing a dignified reserve in their daily intercourse. 
That would be quite unbearable, and she wished 
there to be no misunderstanding on this point. 

' Chesterford,* she said, 'we’ve quarrelled, and 
that’s a pfty. I hardly ever quarrel, and it was 
stupid of me. I am sorry. But I have no in- 
tention of standing on my dignity, and I riia’n’t 

allow you to stand on yours. 1 riiall puU you 

R 
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youH go flop. You object to pome- 
I propose to do, you exert your rights, 

' BS far as having him in the house goe^ and I 
exert mine by going to see-'him. I riiall ^ this 
aftemooa Your veto on his coming to Winston 
seems quite as objectionable to me, as my .going 
to SM him does to you. That’s our position; 
accept it Let us understand each other com- 
pletely. Cest aimer. As she spoke she recovered 
her equanimity, and she smiled serenely on him. 
Scenes like this left no impression on her. The 
trs^edy passed over her head ; and, though it 
was written in the lines of her husband’s face, 
she did not trouble to read it She got up from 
her chiur and went to him. He was standing 
with his hands clasped behind him near the door. 
She laid her hands on his shoulder, and gave him 
a little shake. 

* Now, Chesterford, I’m going to make up,' she 
smd. ‘Twenty minutes is heaps of time for the 
most quarrelsome people to say sufficient nasty 
things in, and time’s up. I’m going to behave 
exactly as usuaL I hate quarrelling, and }^n don’t 
look as if it agreed with you. Kiss me this 
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moment No, not on the top of my head. That’s 
better. My carriage ought to be ready this 
time, and you are coming with me as £ur as 
Prince’s Gate.’ 



CHAPTER XIII. 

T ORD and Lady Chesterford were sitting at 
breakfast at Winston towards the end of 
September. He had an open letter in front of 
him propped up against his cup, and between 
mouthfuls of fried fish he glanced at it 

‘ Dodo.’ 

No answer. 

‘Dodo,’ rather louder. 

Dodo was also reading a letter, which covered 
two sheets and was closely written. It seemed 
to be interesting, for she had paused with a 
piece of fish on the end of her fork, and had 
then laid it down again. This time, however, 
she heard. 

'Oil, what?’ she said abstractedly. ‘Jack’s com- 
ing to-day ; I’ve just heard from him. He’s goipg 
to bring his hunter. Yon cm get some cub* 
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hunting, I suppose, Chesterford? The hunt itsdf 
doesn’t begin till the 15th does it?’ * 

‘ Ah, I’m glad he can come,’ said ' Chesfserford. 
'Little Spencer would be rather hard to amuse 
alone. But that isn’t what I was going to say.’ 

‘What Is it?* said Dodo, relapsing into her 
letter. 

‘The bailiff writes to tell me that they have 
discovered a rich coal shaft under the Far. Oaks.’ 
A pause. ‘But, Dodo, you are not listening.’ 

* I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘ Do you know, Jack nearly 
shot himself the other day at a grouse drive ? ’ 

‘ I don’t care,’ said Chesterford brutally. ‘ Listen, 
Doda Tompkinson says the/ve discovered a rich 
coal shaft under the Far Oaks. Confound the 
man, I wish he hadn’t’ 

‘ Ob, Chesterford, how splendid ! ’ said Dodo, 
dropping her letter in earnest ‘ Dig it up and 
spend it on your party, and they’ll make yon a 
duke for certain. I want to be a duchess very 
much. Good morning, your grace,’ said Dodo 
reflectively. 

' Oh, that’s impossible,’ said he. ‘ I never thought 
of tmichlng it, but the ass tells me that he’s seen 



DODO. 


n4 

file netvs of It in the StaffordsMre Herald. So 
It woppose eveiybody knows, and I shall be 
pestered' 

Bnt do yon mean to say you’re going to let 
the coal stop there?’ asked Doda 
'Yes, dear, I can’t possibly touch it It goes 
fight under all those oaks, and under the Memorial 
Chapel, close to the surface.’ 

'But what does that matter?’ asked Dodo, in 
real surprise. ' 

' I can’t possibly touch it,’ said he ; ' yon must 
see that Why, the chapel would have to come 
down, and the oaks, and we don’t want a dirty 
coal shaft in the Park.’ 

' Chesterford, how ridiculous!’ exclaimed Doda 
‘Do yon mean you’re going to leave thousands 
of pounds lying there in the earth ? ’ 

* I can’t discuss it, dear, even with yon,’ sidd he. 
‘’The only question is whether we can stop the 
report of it going about’ 

Dodo felt intensely irritated. 

'Really yon are most unreasonable,' she said. 
‘I did flatter myself that I. had a reasonable hus- 
band. Yon were unreasonable abmit the Brettons’ 
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ballt sod you were anreasonable about '^nce 
Waldeoech’s coming here, and you are nnreason- 
able about thiti’ 

Chesterford lost his patience a little. 

* About the Brettons’ ball,* he said, ‘ there was 
only one opinion, and that was mine. About the 
Prince’s coming here, which we agreed not to talk 
about, yon know the further reason. I don’t 
like sajdng such things. You are aware what 
that officious ass Clayton told me was said at the 
club. Of course it was an insult to you, and a 

confounded lie, but I don’t care for such things 

to be said about my wife. And about this — * 
‘About this,’ said Dodo, 'you are as obstinate 
as you were about those other thinga Excuse 
me if I find you rather annoying.’ 

Chesterford felt sick at heart 
'Ah, Dodo,’ he said, 'cannot you believe in me 
at all?’ He rose and stood by her. *My 

darling, you must know how I would do 

anything for love of )ron. But these are cases in 
which that clashes with duty. I only want to be 
loved a little. Can’t you see there are some' things 
I cannot help doing, wd some I must do?’ 
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*Tht things that you like doing/ said Dodo, 
ti n cool voice pouring out some more tea 
don't wish to discuss this either. You know my 
opinion. It is absurd to quarrel ; I dislike quarrel- 
ling with anybody, and more especially a person 
whom I live with. Please take your hand away, 
I can't reach the sugar.* 

. Dodo returned to her letter. Chesterford stood 
by her for a moment, and then left the room. 

•It gets more and more intolerable every day. 
I can’t bear quarrelling; it makes me ill,’ thought 
Dodo, with a fine sense of irresponsibility. ‘And 
I know he’ll come and say he was sorry he said 
what he did. Thank goodness, Jack comes to-day.’ 

Chesterford, meanwhile, was standing in the hall, 
feeling helpless and bewildered. This sort of thing 
was always happening now, do what he could; 
and the intervals were not much better. Dodo 
treated him with a passive tolerance that was 
very hard to bear. Even her frank determination 
to keep on good terms with her husband had under- 
gone considerable modification. She was silent and 
indifferent Now and then wh^n he came into 
her room he heard; as he passed down the pas- 
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sage, the sound of her piano or her voice, but 
when he entered Dodo would break off and hsk 
him what he wanted. < He half wished that he 
did not love her, but he found himself sickening 
and longing for Dodo to behave to him as she 
used. It would have been something to know 
that his presence was not positively distasteful to 
her. Dodo no longer ‘kept it up,’ as Jack smd. 
She did not pat his hand, or call him a silly old 
dear, or pull his moustache, as once she did. He 
had once taken those little things as a sign of 
her love. He had found in them the pleasure that 
Dodo’s smallest action always had for him; but 
now even they, the husk and shell of what had 
never existed, had gone from him, and he was 
left with that which was at once his g^reatest 
sorrow and his greatest joy, his own love for Doda 
And Dodo~-God help him I he had learned it 
well enough now — Dodo did not love him, and 
never had loved him. He wondered what the 
end would be — ^whether his love, too, would die. 
In that case he foresaw that th^ would very 
likely go on living tc^ether as fifty other people 
lived — ^being polite to eadi other, and gracefully 
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totek^t of each other’s presence; that nobody 
irat!^ know, and the world wonld say, ‘What a 
modd and excellent couple.* 

So he stood there, biting the ends of his long 
moustache. Then he said to himself, * I was beastly 
to her. What the devil made me say all those thinga* 

He went back to the dining-room, and found 
Dodo as he had left her. 

‘Dodo, dear,’ he said, ‘forgave me for being so 
cross. I said a lot of abominable things.’ 

Dodo was rather amused. She knew this would 
happen. 

‘Oh, yes,* she said; ‘it doesn’t signify. But 
are you determined about the coal mine?’ 

Chesterford was disappointed and chilled. He 
turned on his heel and went out again. Dodo 
raised her eyebrows, shrugged her shoulders im- 
perceptibly, and returned to her letter. 

If you had asked Dodo when this state of things 
began she could probably not have told you. She 
wonld have said, ‘Oh, it came on by degrees. It 
|)^;an my being bored with him, and culmin- 
ated when I no longer concealed it’ But Chester- 
ford, to whom duly intercourse had become an 
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awfal atrai^le between his pasdonate loye for 
Dodo and^ his bitter disappointment at what he 
would certdniy have partly attributed to his own 
stupidity and inadequacy, could have named the 
day and hour when he first realised how far he 
was aypa.t from his wife. It was when he returned 
by the earlier train and met Dodo in the hall going 
to her dance; that moment had thrown a danger- 
ously clear light over the previous month. He 
argued to himself, with fatal correctness, that Dodo 
could not have stopped caring for him in a 
moment, and he was driven to the inevitable 
conclusion that she had been drifting away from 
him for a long time before that; indeed, had she 
ever been near him? But he was deeply grate- 
ful to those months when he had deceived himself, 
or she had deceived him, into believing that she 
cared for him. He knew well that th^ had been 
the happiest in his life, and though the subse- 
quent disappointment was bitter, it had not em- 
bittered him. His love for Dodo had a i^credness 
for him that nothing could remove; it was 
thing separate from the rest of his life, that hsd 
stooped from heaven and entered into it, and lot 
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it. iiinM. glorified. That memory was his fmr ever, 
QOtiilig could rob him of that 
In August Dodo had left him. They had 
settled a series of visits io Scotland, after a fort- 
night at their own house, but after that Dodo 
had made arrangements apart from him. She had 
to go and see her mother, she had to go here 
and there, and half way through September, when 
ChesterfSrd had returned to Harchester expecting 
her the same night, he found a postcard froth 
her, saying she had to spend three days with some- 
one else, and the three days lengthened into a 
week, and it was only yesterday that Dodo had 
come, and people were arriving that very evening. 
There was only one conclusion to be drawn from 
all this, and not even he could help drawing it 
Jack and Mr Spencer and Maud, now Mrs 
Spencer, arrived that evening. Maud had started 
a sort of^small store of work, and the worsted and 
crochet went on with feverish rapidity. It had 
become a habit with her before her marriage, and 
|be undeveloped possibilities, that no doubt lurked 
within it^ had blossomed under her husband’s care. 
For there was a demand beyond the limits of 
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sopply for her woollen shawls and comfortoa. 
Mr Spencef’s parish was already speckled mth 
testimonies to his wife’s handiwork, and Maud’s 
dream of being some day useful to somebody was 
finding a glorious fulfilment 

Dodo, I am sorry to say, found her sister more 
unsatisfactory than ever. Maud had a sort of con* 
fused idea that it helped the poor if she dressed* 
untidily, and this was a ministry that c^e with- 
out effort Dodo took her in hand as soon as 
she arrived, and made her presentable. ‘Because 
yon are a clergyman’s wife, there is no reason 
that you shouldn’t wear a tucker or something 
round your neck,’ said she. 'Your sister is a 
marchioness, and when you stay with her you 
must behave as if you were an honourable. There 
will be time to sit in the gutter when yon get back 
to Gloucester.’ 

Dodo^'also did her duty by Mr Spencer. She 
called him Algernon in the friendliest way, and 
gave him several lessons at billiarda This done 
^e turned to Jack. 

/The three had been there several da}r3, and 
I}odo was getting impatient. Jack and Chests 
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Ibfd) jtNient ant shooting, and she was left to enter- 
talti^ iliie other twa Mr Spencer's reluctance to 
^oot was attributable not so much to his aversion 
to killing live animals, ^ his inability to slay. 
But when Dodo urged on him that he would 
soon learn, he claimed the higher motive. She 
was rather silent, for she was thinking about some- 
thing important 

Dodo was surprised at the ei^mess with which 
she looked forward to Jack’s coming. Somehow, 
in a dim kind of way, she regarded him as the 
solution of her difficulties She felt pretty certain 
Jack would do as he was asked, and she had 
made up her mind that when Jack went away 
she would go with him to see friends at other 
houses to which he was going. And Chesterford? 
Dodo’s scheme did not seem to take in Chester- 
ford. She had painted a charming little picture 
in her own mind as to where she should .go, and 
whom she would see, but she certainly was aware 
that Chesterford did not seem to come in. ' It 
would spoil the composition, she thought, to intro- 
duce another figure. That would be a respite, 
anyhow. But after that, what then? Dodo ha!d 
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found it bad enough coming back tids Sq>tember, 
and she could not contemplate renewing this 
tiU-A~tite that went on for montha And Iqr 
degrees another picture took its place — a dim 
one, for the details were not worked ont~bnt in 
that picture there were only two dgorea The 
days went on and Dodo could bear it no longer. 

One evening she went into the smoking-room 
after tea. Chesterford was writing letters, and 
Maud and her husband were sitting in the drawing- 
room. It may be presumed that Maud was doing 
crochet Jack looked op with a smile as Dodo 
entered. 

'Hurrah,' he said, 'I haven’t had a word with 
you since we came. Come and talk, Doda’ 

But Dodo did not smile. 

'How have you been gettii^ on?’ continued 
Jack, looking at the fire. 'You see I haven’t lost 
my intei;pst in yon.’ 

'Jack,’ said Dodo solemnly, ‘yon are right, and 
I was wrong. And I can’t bear it any longer.’ 

Jack did not need explanations. 

‘Ah!’— -then after a moment, ‘poor Chesterford! 

'I don’t see why “poor Chesterford,'” said Dod(^ 
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/aail: more than "poor me.” He was qhite satia- 
ifoli anyhow, for some months, tat a year in Tact, 
nmre or less, and 1 was never satisfied, at all. I 
haven’t got a particle of .pride left in me, or else 
I shouldn’t be telling you. I can’t bear it If 
you only knew what I have been through 3 rou 
would pity me as well. It has been a continual 
effort for me; surely that is something to pity. 
And one day I broke down ; I forget when, it 
is immaterial Oh, why couldn’t I love him! I 
thought I was going to, and it was all a wretched 
mistake.' 

Dodo sat with her hands clasped before her, 
with something like tears in her eyes. 

‘ I am not all selfish,’ she went on ; ' I am sorry 
for him, too, but I am so annoyed with him that 
I lose my sorrow whenever I see him. Why 
couldn’t he have accepted the position sooner? 
We might have been excellent friends then, but 
now that is impossible. I have got past that 
I cannot even be good friends with him. Oh, 
it isn’t my fault; }rou know I tried to behave 
well’ 

Jack felt intensely uncomfortable. 
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can’t help yon^ Dodo/ he said. ^It is use« 
for me to say I am sincerely sorry. That 
is no word between you and me/ 

DodO| for once in her life, seemed to have some- 
thing to say, and not be able to say it. 

At last it came out with an effort 
*Jack, do you still love me?' 

Dodo did not look at him, but kept her eyes 
on the fire. 

Jack did not pause to think. 

‘ Before God, Dodo/ he said, * I believe I love 
you more than anything in the world/ 

‘Will you do what I ask you?' 

This time he did pause. He got up and stood 
before the fire. Still Dodo did not look at 
him. 

‘ Ah, Dodo/ he said, ‘ what are you going 
to ask? There are some things I cannot da' 

‘It seems to me this love you talk of is a very 
weak thing/ said Dodo. ‘ It always fails, or is 
in danger of failing, at the critical point I believe 
I could do anything for the man I loved. 1 did 
not think so once. But I was wrong, as I have 
been in my marriage.' 


S 
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Dodo paused, but Jack said nothing; it seemed 
to him as if Dodo had not quite finished. 

»‘,yes/ she said ; then paused again. ‘ Yes, you 
are he.’ 

There was a dead silence. For one moment 
time seemed to Jack to have stopped, and he 
could have believed that that moment lasted for 
years, for ever. 

‘Oh, my God,' he murmured, ‘at last.' 

He was conscious of Dodo sitting there, with 
her eyes raised to his, and a smile on her lips. 
He felt himself bending forward towards her, and 
he thought she half rose in her chair to receive 
his embrace. 

But the next moment she put out her hand 
as if to stop him. 

‘Stay,’ she said. ‘Not yet, not yet There 
is something first I will tell you what I have 
done. I counted on this. I have ordered the 
carriage after dinner at half-past ten. You and 
I go in that, and leave by the train. Jack, I 
am yours — ^will you come?’ 

Dodo had taken the plunge. She had been 
wavering on the brink of this for days. It had 
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struck her suddenly that afternoon that Jack 

was going away next day, and she was aware 

she could not contemplate the indefinite to-mofrow 
and to-morrow without him. Like all Dodo’s 
actions it came suddenly. The forces in her 
which 'had been drawing her on to this had 
gathered strength and sureness imperceptibly, and 
this evening they had suddenly burst through the 
very flimsy dam that Dodo had erected between 

the things she might do, and the things she 

might not, and their possession was complete. 
In a way it was inevitable. Dodo felt that 
her life was impossible. Chesterford, with infinite 
yearning and hunger at his heart, perhaps felt 
it toa 

Jack felt as if he was waking out of some 
blissful dream to a return of his ordinary every- 
day life, which, unfortunately, had certain moral 
obligations attached to it If Dodo’s speech had 
been shorter the result might have been different 
He steadied himself for a moment, for Ae room 
seemed to reel and swim, and then he answered 
her. 

* No, Dodo,’ he said hoarsely, * I cannot do 
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it Think of Chesterford ! Think of anything ! 
Don’t tempt me. You know I cannot How 
dare you ask me?’ 

Dodo’s face grew hard' and white. She tried 
to laugh, but could not manage it 
‘Ah/ she said, ‘the old story, isn’t it? Potiphar’s 
wife again. I really do not understand what this 
love of yours is. And now I have debased and 
humbled myself before you, and there you stand 
in your immaculate virtue, not caring — ’ 

* Don’t, Dodo,’ he said. * Be merciful to me, 
spare me. Not caring — ^you know it is not 
so. But I cannot do this. My Dodo, my darling.’ 

The strain was too great for him. He knelt 
down beside her, and kissed her hand passionately. 

will do anything for you’ he whispered, ‘that 
is in my power to do; but this is impossible. 
I never yet did, with deliberate forethought, what 
seemed to me mean or low, and I can’t now. 
I don’t want credit for it, because 1 was made 
that way; I don’t happen to be a blackguard by 
nature. Don’t tempt me — I am too weak. But 
•you mustn’t blame me for it You know — ^you 
must know that I love you. I left England last 
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autumn to cure myself of it, but it didn’t answer 
a bit. I don’t* ask more than what you have 
just told me. That is something — ^isn't it, D^o? 
And, if you love me, that is something for you. 
Don't let os degrade it, let it be a strength to 
us and not a weakness. You must feel It 
so.' 


There was a long silence, and in that silence 
the great drama of love and life, and good and 
evil, which has been played every day of every 
year since the beginning of this world, and which 
will never cease till all mankind are saints or sexless, 
filled the stage. Dodo thought, at any rate, that 
she loved him, and that knowledge made her feel 
less abased before him. All love — the love for 
children, for parents, for husband, for wife, for 
lover, for mistress — has something divine about it, 
or else it is not love. The love Jack felt for her 
was divine enough not to seek its own, to sacrifice 
itself on the altar of duty and loyalty, and the 
pure cold gods; and in its tumultuous happi- 
ness it could think of others. And Dodo’s love 
was touched, though ever so faintly, with the 
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same divine spark, a something so human that it 
toudied heaven. 

^ow it had so happened that, exactly three 
minutes before this, Maud had found that she 
had left a particularly precious skein of wool in 
another room. About ten seconds* reflection made 
her remember she had left it in the smoking-room, 
where she had sat with Dodo after lunch, who 
had smoked cigarettes, and lectured her on her 
appearance. The smoking-room had two door^, 
about eight yards apart, forming a little passage 
lighted with a skylight The first of those doors 
was of wood, the second, which led into the 
smoking-room, of baize. The first door was opened 
in the ordinary manner, the second with a silent 
push. Maud had made this silent push at the 
moment when Jack was kneeling by Dodo’s side, 
kissing her hand. Maud was not versed in the 
wickedness of this present world, but she realised 
that this was a peculiar thing for Jack to do, and 
she let the door swing quietly back, and ran 
downstairs, intending to ask her husband’s advice. 
Chesterford’s study opened into the drawing-room. 
During the time that Maud had been upstairs he 
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had gone in to find Dodo, and seeing she was 
not there he went back, but did not close the 
door behind him. A moment afterwards Mjiud 
rushed into the drawing-room from the hall, and 
carefully shutting the door behind her, lest anyone 
should hear, exclaimed,^ 

‘Algy, Tve seen something awful 1 I went into 
the smoking-room to fetch my wool, and I saw 
Jack kissing Dodo's hand. What am I to do?* 
Algernon was suitably horrified. He remarked, 
with much reason, that it was no use telling Dodo 
and Jack, because they knew already. 

At this moment the door of Lord Chesterford*s 
study was closed quietly. He did not wish to 
hear any more just yet But they neither of them 
noticed it 

He had overheard something which was not 
meant for his ears, related by a person who had 
overseen what she was not meant to see ; he hated 
learning anything that was not his own affair, but 
he had learned it, and it turned out to be un- 
pleasantly closely connected with him. 

His first impulse was to think that Jack had 
behaved in a treacherous and blackguardly manner. 
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and this concluaon surprised him so much that 
he Kt to ponder over it The more he thought 
of 4, the more unlikely it appeared to him. Jack 
making love to his wife under cover of his own 
roof was too preposterous an idea to be 
entertained. He held a very high opinion of 
Jack, and it did not at all seem to fit in with 
this. Was there any other possibility? It came 
upon him with a sense of sickening probability 
that there was. He remembered the long lov^ 
less months ; he remembered Dodo’s indifference 
to him, then her neglect, then her dislike. 
Had Jack been hideously tempted and not 
been able to resist? Chesterford almost felt a 
friendly feeling for not being able to resist Dodo. 
What did all this imply? How long had it 
been going on ? How did it begin 7 Where would 
it stop? He felt he had a right to ask these 
questions, and he meant to ask them of the 
proper persoa But not yet He would wait; 
he would see what happened. He was afraid 
of judging both too harshly. Maud's account 
might have been incorrect; anyhow it was not 
meant for him. His thoughts wandered on dismally 
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and vaguely. But the outcome was, that he sdd 
to himself, ‘ Poor Dodo, God forgive her.’ 

He had been so long used to the altered state 
of things that this blow seemed to him only a 
natural sequence. But he had been used to feed 
his starved heart with promises that Dodo would 
care for him again; that those months when they 
were first married were only the bud of a 
flower that would some day blossom. It was 
this feeble hope that what he had heard de* 
stroyed. If things had gone as far as that it was 
hopeless. 

‘Yes,’ he repeated, ‘it is all gone.* 

If anything could have killed his love for Dodo 
he felt that it would have been this. But, as he 
sat there, he said to himself, ‘She shall never 
know that I know of it’ That was his final leter- 
mination. Dodo had wronged him cruelly; his 
only revenge was to continue as if she had been 
a faithful wife, for she would not let him love 
her. 

Dodo should never know, she should not even 
suspect He would go on behaving to her as 
before as far as lay in his power. He would do 
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his utmost to make her contented, to make her 
less sorry — yes, less sorry — she married him. 

Meanwhile Dodo and Jack were sitting before 
the fire in the smoking-mom. He still retained 
Dodo’s hand, and it lay unresistingly in his. Dodo 
was the first to speak. 

‘We must make the best of it, Jack,’ she said; 
‘and you must help me. I cannot trust myself 
any longer. I used to be so sure of myself, so 
convinced that I could be happy. I blame myself 
for it, not him ; but then, you see, I can’t get 
rid of myself, and I can of him. Hence this plan. 
I have been a fool and a beast And he, you 
know, he is the best of men. Poor, dear, old boy. 
It isn’t his fault, but it isn’t mine. I should like 
to know who profits by this absurd arrangement 
Why can't I love him? Why can’t I even like 
him? Why can’t I help hating him? Yes, Jack, 
it has come to that God knows there is no one 
more sorry than I am about it But this is only 
a mood. I daresay in half an hour’s time I shall 
only feel angry with him, and not sorry at all 
I wonder if this match was made in heaven. Oh, 
I am miserable.’ 
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Jack 'was really to be pitied more than Doda 
He knelt by her with her hand in his, feeling that 
he would have given his life without question^ to 
make her happy, but knowing that he had better 
give his life than do so. The struggle itself was 
over. He felt like a chain being pulled in oppo- 
site directions. He did not wrestle any longer; 
the two forces, he thought, were simply fighting 
it out over his rigid body. He wondered vaguely 
whether something would break, and, if so what? 
But he did not dream for a moment of ever re- 
considering his answer to Dodo. The question did 
not even present itself. So he knelt by her, still 
holding her hand, and waiting for her to speak again. 

‘You mustn’t desert me, Jack,' Dodo went on. 
‘It is easier for Chesterford, as well as for me, 
that you should be with us often, and I believe 
it is easier for you ^6o. If I never saw you at 
all, I believe the crash would come. I should 

leave Chesterford, not to come to you, for that 

* 

can’t be, but simply to get away.’ 

'Ah, don’t,’ said Jack, 'don’t go on talking about 
Jt like that 1 can’t do what you asked, you know 
that, simply because 1 love you and am 'Chester* 



276 DODO. 

forcl*$ friend* Think of your duty to him. Thinks 
yes, think of our love for each other. Let it be 
sou^ething sacred, Dodo. Don’t desecrate it Help 
me not to desecrate it Let it be our Safeguard, 
It is better to have that, isn’t it, than to think 
of going on living, as you must, without it? You 
said so yourself when you asked me to be with 
you often. To-night a deep joy has come into 
my life; let us keep it from disgrace. Ah, Dodo, 
thank God you love me.’ ^ 

‘Yes, Jack, I believe I do,’ said Dodo. ‘And 
you are right; I always knew I should rise to 
the occasion if it was put forcibly before me. 
I believe I have an ideal — which I have never 
had before — something to respect and to keep 
very clean. Fancy me with an ideal 1 Mother 
wouldn’t know me again — there never was such 
a thing in the house.’ 

They were silent for a few minutes. 

‘But I must go to-morrow,’ said Jack, ‘as I 
settled to, by the disgusting early train. And the 
dressing-bell has sounded, and the ideal inexorably 
forbids us to be late for dinner, so I sha’n’t see 
you alone again.’ 
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He pressed her hand and she rose. 

‘Poor little ideal/ said Dodo. suppose it 
would endanger its life if you stopped, wouldn’t 
it, Jack? It must live to grow up. Poor little 
ideal, what a hell of a time it will have when 
you're gone.^ Poor dear.' 

Dinner went off as usual. Dodo seemed to 
be in her ordinary spirits. Chesterford discussed 
parochial help with Mrs Vivian. He glanced at 
Dodo occasionally through the little grove of 
orchids that separated them, but Dodo did not 
seem to notice. She ate a remarkably good 
dinner, and talked nonsense to Mr Spencer who 
sat next her, and showed him how to construct 
a sea-sick passenger out of an orange, and smoked 
two cigarettes after the servants had left the room. 
Maud alone was ill at ease. She glanced appre- 
hensively at Jack, as if she expected him to 
begin kissing Dodo’s hand again, and, when he 
asked her casually where she had been since tea, 
she answered, ‘ In the smoking-room — I mean the 
drawing-room/ Jack merely raised his eyebrows, 
and remarked that he had been there himself, and 
did not remember seeing her. 



378 DODO. 

In the drawing-room again Dodo was in the 
best spirits. She gave Mr Spencer lessons as’ to 
hov to whistle on his fingers, and sang a French 
song in a brilliant and somewhat broad manner. 
The ladies soon retired, as there was a meet early 
On tile following morning, ’and, after they had 
gone. Jack went up to the smoking-room, leaving 
Chesterford to finish a letter in his study. Shortly 
afterwards the latter heard the sound of wheels 
outside, and a footman entered to tell him the 
carriage was ready. 

Chesterford was writing when the man entered, 
and did not look up. 

‘I did not order the carriage,’ he said. 

‘Her ladyship ordered it for half-past ten,’ said 
the man. ‘She gave the order to me.’ 

Still Lord Chesterford did not look up, and sat 
silent so long that the man spoke again. 

‘Shall I tell her ladyship it is round?’ he asked. 
' I came to your lordship, as I understood her lady- 
ship had gone upstairs.’ 

‘iron did quite right,’ he said. ‘There has been 
a mistake; it will not be wanted. Don’t distiirb 
I..ady Chesterford. or mention it to her.’ 
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‘Very good, my lord/ 

He turned to leave the room, when Lord Chester- 
ford stopped him again. He spoke slowly. 

‘ Did Lady Chesterford give you any other 
orders ?* 

‘She told me to see that Mr Broxton’s things 
were packed, my lord, as he would go away to- 
night But she told me just before dinner that 
he wouldn’t leave till the morning/ 

‘Thanks/ said Lord Chesterford. ‘Thafs all 
I think. When is Mr Broxton leaving?’ 

‘By the early train to-morrow, my lord.’ 

‘Go up to the smoking-room and ask him to 
be so good as to come here a minute.’ 

The man left the room, and gave his message. 
Jack wondered a little, but went down. 

Lord Chesterford was standing with his back 
to the fire. He looked up when Jack entered. 
He seemed to find some difficulty in speaking. 

^Jack, old boy/ he said at last, ‘you and I 
have been friends a long time, and you will not 
mind my being frank. Can you honestly say 
that you are still a friend of mine?’ 

Jack advanced towards him. 
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^I; thank God that I can/ he said simply, and 
hdd out his hand. 

spoke without reflecting, for he did not 
know how much Chesterfbrd knew. Of course, 
until this moment, he had not been aware that 
he knew anything. But Chesterford’s tone con- 
vinced him. But a moment afterwards he saw 
that he had made a mistake, and he hastened to 
correct it 

‘I spoke at random/ he said, ‘though I swear 
that what I said was true. I do not know on 
what grounds you put the question to me. 

Lord Chesterford did not seem to be attending. 

• But it was true?* he asked. 

Jack felt in a horrible mess. If he attempted 
to explain, it would necessitate letting Chester- 
ford know the whole business. He chose between 
the two evils, for he would not betray Dodo. 

‘Yes, it is true/ he said. 

Chesterford shook his hand. 

‘Forgive me for asking you. Jack/ he said. 
‘Then that’s done with. But there is something 
more, something which is hard for me to say.* 
He paused, and Jack noticed that he was crum- 
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pling a i»ece of paper which he held in his 
hand into a tight hard balL ‘Then— then Dodo 
is tired of me?* * . ^ 

Jack felt helpless and sick. He could not 
trust himself to speak. 

‘Isn*t It so?* asked Chesterford again. 

Jack for reply held out both his hands without 
speaking. There was something horrible in the 
sight of this strong man standing pa^ and 
trembling before him. In a moment Chestetford 
turned away, and stood warming his hands at 
the fire. 

‘I heard something I wasn’t meant to hear/ he 
said, *and I know as much as I wish to. It 
doesn’t much matter exactly what has happened. 
You have told me you are still my friend, and 
I thank you for it And Dodo — Dodo is tired 
of me. I can reconstruct as much as is necessary. 
You are going off to-morrow, aren’t you ? I sha’n’t 
see you again. Good-bye, Jack; try to forget I 
ever mistrusted you. I must ask you to leave 
*me; I’ve got some things to think over.* 

m 

But Jack still lingered. 

‘Tiy to foigive Dodo,’ he said; ‘and foi^^fve 
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a|ft| Ibr sajring so, but don’t be hard on her. It 
.)w^ only make things worse.’ 

*^Iard on her?’ asked Chesterford. ‘Poor Dodo, 
it is hard on her enough without that She shall 
never know that I know, if I can help. I am not 
going to tell yon what I know either. If you 
feel wronged that I even asked you that question, 
I am sorry for it, but I had grounds, and I am 
not a jealous man. The whole thing has l^en 
an awful mistake. I knew it. in July, but I shall 
not make it worse by telling Doda’ 

Jack went out from his presence with a kind 
of awe. He did not care to know how Chester- 
ford had found out, or how much. All other 
feelings were swallowed up in a vast pity for this 
poor man, whom no human sud could ever reach. 
The great fabric which his love had raised had 
been shattered hopelessly, and his love sat among 
its mins and wept. It was all summed up in 
that short sentence, 'Dodo is tired of me,’ and 
Jack knew that it was true. The whole business 
was hopeless. Dodo had betrayed him, and he 
knew it He could no longer find a cold comfort 
in the titoug^t that some day, if the difficult 
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places could, be tided over, she might grcnv to 
love him again. That was past. And yet he had 
only one thought, and that was for Dodo. ‘She 
shall never know I know it’ Truly there is 
something (Hvine in those men we thought most 

V 'T 

human. 

Jack went to his room and thought it all over. 
He was horribly vexed with himself for having 
exculpated himself, but the point of Cheaterford’s 
question was quite clear, and there was only one 
answer to it Chesterford obviously did mean to 
ask whether he had been guilty of the great act 
of disloyalty which Dodo had proposed, and on 
the whole he would reconstruct the story in his 
mind more faithfully than if he had answered 
anything else, or had refused to answer. But 
Jack very much doubted whether Chesterford 
would reconstruct the story at all. The details 
had evidently no interest for him. All that 
mattered was expressed in that one sentence, 
‘Dodo is tired of me/ Jack would have given 
his right hand to have been able to answer *No/ 
or to have been able to warn Dodo; but be saw 
that there was nothing to be done. The smash 
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had jOMne, Chesterford had had a rude awaken- 
io^ But his love was not dead, dioug^ it 
^ stoned and beaten and outcast With this in 
tnind Jack took a sheet of.'paper from his writing- 
case, and wrote on it these words 

*Do not desecrate it; let it help you to make 
an effort’ 

He addressed it to Dodo, and when he weAt 
downstairs the next morning lie slipped it among 
the letters that were waiting for her. The foot- 
man told him she had gone hunting. 

Is Lord Chesterford up yet?’ said Jack. 

'Yes, sir; he went hunting too with her lady- 
ship,’ replied the maa 



CHAPTER XIV. 

TNODO was called that morning at six, and site 
felt in very good spirits. There was some- 
thing exhilarating in the thought of a good| galley ' 
again. There had been frost for a week before, 
and hunting had been stopped, but Dodo meant 
to make up all arrears. And, on the whole 
her interview with Jack had consoled her, and it 
had given her quite a new feeling of duty. Dodo 
always liked new things, at any rate . tUl the 
varnish had rubbed off, and she quite realised 
that Jack was making a sacrifice to the same for- 
bidding goddess. 

‘Well, I will make a sacrifice too,* she thought 
as she dressed, ‘and when I die I shall be St 
Doda 1 don’t think there ever was a sunt 
Dodo bef(»e, or is it saintess? Anyhow I am 

going to be very good. Jack really is right) it 

28s 
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b '^e only thing to da 1 should have felt 
^rribly mean if I had gone off last Hjghti 
I daresay I should have had to go abroad^ which 
would have been a nuisance. I wonder if Chester- 
ford's coming. I shall make him, I think, and 

be very charming indeed. Westley, go and tap 
at the door of Lord Chesterford’s room, and tell 
him he is coming hunting, and that Tve ordered 
his horse, and send his man to him, and let us 
have breakfast at once for two instead of one.' 

Dodo arranged her hat and stood contemplat- 
ing her own figure at a cheval glass. It really 
did make a charming picture, and Dodo gave 
two little steps on one side, holding her skirt up 
in her left hand. 

*Just look at that, 

Just look at this, 

1 really think I’m not amiss,’ 

she hummed to herself. * Hurrah for a gallop.' 

She ran downstairs and made tea, and began 
breakfast A moment afterwards she heard steps 
In the hall, and Chesterford entered. Dodo was 
not conscious of the least embarrassment, and 
determined to do her duty. 
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* Morning, old boy,’ she fidd, *yoa look an 
sleepy as a d. p. or dead pig. Look at my bat 
It’s a new hat, Chesterford, and is the joy of my 
heart Isn’t it sweet? Have some tea, and give 
me another kidney — two, I think. What happens 
to the shuep after they take its kidneys out? Do 
you suppose it dies? I wonder if they put india- 
rubber kidneys in. Kidneys do come from sheep 
don’t they ? Or is there a kidney tree ? Kidneys 
look like a sort of mushroom, and I suppose the 
bacon is the leaves, Kidnonia Baconiensis; now 
you’re doing Latin, Chesterford, as you used to at 
Eton. I daresay you’ve forgotten what the Latin 
for kidneys is. I should like to have seen you at 
Eton, Chesterford. You must have been such a 
dear, chubby boy with blue eyes. You’ve got 
rather good eyes. I think 1 shall paint mine blue, 
and we shall have a nice little paragraph in the 
Sportsnum, “Extraordinary example of conjugal 
devotion. The beautiful and fascinating Lady C 
(yon know I am beautiful and fascinating, that’s 
why you married me), the wife of the charming 
and manly Lord C (you know yon are diarming 
and manly, or I shouldn't have married }wu, and 
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where wc^d 3roa have been thiNi? like Methusaidi 
when Ihe candle went out), who live not a hundred 
miles from the ancient city of Hardtester” etc 
it’s your turn to say something, I can’t 
carry on a conversation alone. Besides, I’ve finished 
breakfast, and I shall sit by you and feed you. 
Don’t take such large mouthfuls. That was nearly 
a whole kidney you put in then. You’ll die of 
kidneys, and then people will think you had 
something wrong with your inside, but I sh^l 
put on your tombstone, "Because he ate them 
two at a time’” 

Chesterford laughed. Dodo had not behaved 
like this for months. What did it all mean? 
But the events of the night before were too 
deeply branded on his memory to let him comfort 
himself very much. But anyhow it was charm- 
ing to see Dodo like this again. And she shall 
never know. 

‘You’ll choke if you laugh with five kidneys in 
your mouth,’ Dodo went on. ‘They’ll get down 
into your lungs and bob about, and all your 
organs will get mixed up together and you won't 
be able to play on them. I suppose Americana 
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have Ametican organs in thdr which 

accounts , for- their squeaky voices N^, have you 
finished ? Obt yon really can’t have any mamalade; 
put it in your pocket and eat it as yon go' along.’ 

Dodo was surprised at‘ the ease with which 
she co^d talk nonsense again. She abused her- 
self for ever having let it drop. It really was 
much better than yawning and being bored. She 
had no idea how entertaining she was to herself. 
And Chesterford had lost his hang-dog look He 
put her hat straight for her, and gave her a little 
kiss just as he used to. After all, thingpi were 
not so bad. 

It was a perfect morning. They left the house 
about a quarter to seven, and the world was be- 
ginning to wake again. There was a slight hoar 
frost on the blades of grass that lined the road, 
and on the sprigs of bare hawthorn. In the east 
the sky was red with the coming day. Dodo 
sniffed the cool morning air with a sense of great 
sa^s&ctitm. 

’Decidedly somebody washes the world every 
night,’ she said, 'and those are the soapsuds which 
are still clinging to the grass. What nice clean 
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so^ all ia little white crystals aaiS i^kes. Aod 
tib» good it smells! Look at those, {wor little 
devils of birds looki^^ for their break&$t Foot 
dears, I suppose they’ll be dead when thd spring 
comes. There are the hounda Come on, Chester- 
ford, they’re just going to draw the far cover. 
It is a sensible plan beginning hunting by sevea 
You get five hours by lunch-time.’ 

None of Dodo’s worst enemies accused her 
of riding badly. She had a perfect seat, and tiiat 
mysterious communication with her horse that 
seems nothing short of magical ’If you tell 
your horse to do a thing the right way,* she used 
to say, ‘ he does it It is inevitable. The question 
is “Who is master?” as Humpty Dumpty said. 
But it isn’t only master; you must make him en- 
joy it You must make him feel friendly as weU, 
or else he’ll go over the fence right enough, but 
bock you off on the other side as a kind of pro- 
test, and quite right toa’ 

Ijodo bad a most enjoyable day's hunting, 
and returned home well pleased with herself 
and ■ everybody else. She found Jack’s note 
writing for her. She read it thoughtfully, aod 
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said to herseKi *He is quite ri|^ and that is 
what I mean to <da My 3 ^ang ideal, 1 am teac^ 
ing you how to shoot’ ^ 

She took up a pen, meaning to write to him, 
but laid it down agdn. *No,’ she said, .‘1 can 
do wi^G It that at present I will keep that 
for my bad day& I suppose the bad days, will 
come, and I won’t use my remedies before I get 
the disease.* 

The days passed on. They went hunting 
eveiy morning, and Dodo began to form very 
high hopes of her new child, as she called her 
ideal The bad days did not seem to be the 
least imminent Chesterford behaved almost like’ 
a lover again in the light of Dodo's new 
smiles. He kept his bad times to himself iThey 
came in the evening usually when the others had 
gone to bed. He used to sit up late by himself 
over his study fire, thinking hopelessly of the 
day that had gone and the day that was to come. 
It was a constant stru^le not to tell Dodo all 
he knew. He could scarcely believe that he had 
heard what Maud had said, or that he ever had 
had that interview with Jack. He could not 
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rec^ncQe tbese thinp with Dodo’s altued bebavioar 
abil he gave it up. Dodo was tiie^ of him, 
and , he knew that he loved her more than ever. 
A more delicately ‘Strung mind might ahtust have 
given way under the hourly struggle, but it is 
the fate of a healthy simple man to be capable 
of more continued suffering than one more 
h%hly developed. The latter breaks down, or 
he gets numbed with the pain ; but Chesterford 
went on living under the slow ache, and ^is 
suffering grew no les& But through it all he 
looked back with deep gratitude to the chance 
that had sent Dodo in his way. He did not 
grow bitter, and realised in the midst of his 
suffering how happy he had been. He had 
only one strong wish. 'Oh, God,’ he cried, 'give 
me her back for one moment 1 Let her be sorry 
just once for my sake.’ 

But there is a limit set to human misery, uid 
the mid had nearly come. 

It was about a fortnight after Jack had gone. 
Maud and Mr Spencer had gcme too, but Mrs 
Vivian was with them stilL Dodo had more 
than once thought of tellii^ her what had 
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happened, but she could not ‘ manage it When 
Mrs Vivihn ' had spoken of going. Dodo en- 
treated her to stop, for she had a great feat; of 
being left alone with Chesterford. 

They had been out hunting, and Dodo had got 
home fifst It was about three in the after- 
noon, and it had begun to snow. She had 
had lunch, and was sitting in the momiqg-room 
in a drowsy frame of mind. She was wonder- 
ing whether Chesterford had returned, and whether 
he would come up and see her, and whether she 
was not too lazy to exert herself She heard a 
carriage come slowly up the drive, and did not 
feel interested enough to look out of the window. 
She was sitting with her shoes off warming her 
feet at the fire, with a novel in her lap, which 
she was not reading, and a cigarette in her hand. 
She heard the opening and shutting of doors, 
and slow steps on the stairs. Then the door 
opened and Mrs Vivian came in. 

Dodo had seen that look in her face once before, 
when she was riding in the Park with Jack, and 
a fearful certainty came upon her. 

She got up and turned towards her. 
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! lie dead?’ she asked 

Vivian drew her back into her seat. 

‘ I, will tell 3^00 all,’ she 'said ‘ He has had a 
dangerous fall hunting, and it is very serious. 
The doctors are with him. There is some internal 
injury, and he is to have an operation. It is the 
only chance of saving his life, and even then it 
is a very slender one. He is quite conscious, and 
asked me to tell you. You will not be able to 
see him for half an hour. The operation is going 
on now.* 

Dodo sat perfectly still. She did not speak a 
word; she scarcely even thought anything. Every- 
thing seemed to be a horrible blank to her. 

* Ah God, ah God I ' she burst out at last. * Can't 
I do anything to help? I would give my right 

hand to help him. It is all too horrible. To think 

that I — ’ She walked up and down the room, 

and then suddenly opened the door and went 

downsttura She paced up and down the drawing- 
room, paused a moment, and went into his study. 
His papers were lying about in confusion on the 
table, but< on the top was a guide-book to ^ 
Riviera. Dodo remembd«d his buying this at 



DODO. 


395 

Mentone on Ibeir wedding-topr, and consdenti' 
onsly waUdng about the town si|^t-sedng. She 
sat down in his chair and took it op. She* re- 
membered also that he had bought her that day 
a new volume of poems which had just come 
out, and had read to her out of it There was 
in it a poem called ‘Paris and Helea' He had 
read that among others, and had said to her, as 
they were being rowed back to the yacht again 
that evening, ‘That is you and I, Dodo, going 
home' 

On the fly-leaf of the guide-book he had written 
it out, and, as she sat there now. Dodo read it 


* As o’er the swelling tides we slip 
That know not wave nor foam, 
Behold the helmsman of our ship, 
Love leads us safely home. 

His ministers around us move 
To aid the westering breeze, 

He leads us softly home, my love, 
Across the shining seas. 

My golden Helen, day and night 
Lovers light is o’er us dung, 

Each hour for us is infinite, 

And aU the world is young. 
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Hiere is none else but tbon and If 
Beneath the heaven’s high dome, 

Love’s ministers around us fly, 

Love leads us safely home.’ 

Dodo buried her face in her hands with a low 
cty. ‘I have been cniel and wicked,’ she sobbed 
to herself ‘I have despised the best that any 
man could ever give me, and I can never make 
him amends. I will tell him all. I will ask 
him to foi^ve me. Oh, poor Chesterford, pt^r 
Chesterford.’ 

She sat there sobbing in complete misery. She 
saw, as she had never seen before, the greatness 
of his love for her, and her wretched, miserable 
return for his gift. 

* It is all over ; I know he will die,’ she 
sobbed. ‘ Supposing he does not know me 
— supposing he dies before I can tell him. 
Oh, my husband, my husband, live to forgive 
me!* 

She was roused by a touch on her shoulder. 
Mrs Vivian stood by her. 

’You must be quick, Dodo^’ idle said. 'There 
is not much time. 
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Dodo did not answer her, but weot upstairs. 
Before the bedroom door she stopped. 

‘I must speak to him alone,' she said. *S^d 
them all out’ 

‘They have gone into the dressing-room,’ said 
Mrs Vivian; ‘he is alone.’ 

Dodo stayed no longer, but went in. 

He was lying facing the door, and the shadow 
of death was on his face. But he recognised 
Dodo, and smiled and held out his hand. 

Dodo ran to the bedside and knelt by it 

‘Oh, Chesterford,’ she sobbed, ‘I have wronged 
3rou cruelly, and I can never make it up. I will 
tell you all.’ 

' There is no need,’ said he ; ‘I knew it all 
along.’ 

Dodo raised her head. 

‘You knew it all?’ she asked. 

‘Yes, dear,’ he said. ‘It was by accident that 
I knew it’ 

‘And you behaved to me as usual,’ said Doda 

‘Yes, my darling,’ said he; ‘you wouldn’t have 
had me beat you, would you? Don’t speak of 
it — ^there is not much time.* 

V 
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fei^ve tne, foi^ive me!’ she cried. ‘How 
Cic^l^I have done it?’ 

‘It was not a case of forgiving/ he said. ‘You 
are you, you are Doda Hy darling, there is not 
time to say much. You have been very good 
to me, and have given me more happiness than 
I ever thought I could have had ’ 

‘ Chesterford I Chesterford I ’ cried Dodo plead- 
ingly. 

* Yes, darling,’ he answered ; ‘ my own wife. 
Dodo, I shall see the boy soon, and we will 
wait for you together. You will be mine again 
then. There shall be no more parting.’ 

Dodo could not answer him. She could only 
press his hand and kiss his ‘lips, which were 
growing very white. 

It was becoming a fearful effort for him to 
speak. The words came slowly with long pauses. 

‘There is one more thing,’ he said. ‘You must 
marry Jack. You must make him very happy — 
as you have made me.’ 

‘Ah, don’t say that,’ said Dodo brokenly; ‘don’t 
cut me to the heart’ 

‘My - darling,’ he said, *my sweet own wife. 
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I am SO glad you told me It ^has deared up 
the only deud. I wondered whether yon would 
tell mfc I prayed God 3^u might, and He^ias 
granted it me. Good-bye, my own darling, 
good-bye.’ 

Dodo uy in his arms, and kissed him passkm- 
ately. 

‘Good-bye, dear,’ she sobbed. 

He half raised himself in bed. 

*Ah, my Dodo, my sweet wife,’ he said. 

Then he fell back and lay very still. 

How long Dodo remained there she did not 
know. She remembered Mrs Vivian coming in 
and raising her gently, and they left the darkened 
room together. 



CHAPTER XV. 

piCTURE to yourself, or let me try to picture 
for you, a long, low, rambling house, covering 
a quite unnecessary area of ground, with many 
gables, tall, red-brick chimneys, unexpected comers, 
and little bow windows looking out from narrow 
turrets — a house that looks as if it had grown, 
rather than been designed and built It began 
obviously mth that little grey stone section, which 
seems to consist of small rooms with mnllion 
windows, over which the ivy has asserted so 
supreme a dominion. The next occupant has 
been a man who knew how to make himself 
comfortable, but did not care in the least what 
sort of appearance his additions would w^ to 
the world at large ; to him we may assign that 
uncompromising straight wing wluch projects to 
the tight of the little core of g|r^ stone. Then 
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came a series of attempts to screeo tiie puritanical 
ngliness of the offending block Some one ran 
np two little turrets at one end, and a dock 
tower in the middle ; one side of it was made 
the main entrance of the house, and two red-tiled 
lines of building were built at right angles to 
it to form a three-sided quadrangle, and the 
carri^e drive was brought up in a wide sweep 
to the door, and a sun-dial was planted down in 
the grass plot in the middle, in such a way that 
the sun could only peep at it for an hour or two 
every day, owing to the line of building which 
sheltered it on every side except the north. 
So the old house went on growing, and got 
more incongruous and more delightful with every 
additioa 

The garden has had to take care of itself under 
such circumstances, and if the house has been 
poshing it back in one place, it has wormed itself 
in at another, and queer little lawns with flower 
beds of old-&shioned, sweet -smelling plants have 
crept in where you least expect them. This par- 
ticular garden has alwa)^ seemed to me the ideal 
oi what a gardcm should be> It is made to rit in. 
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to cfiioke in, to think in, to do notMng in. A 
wsVy, irregular lawn forbids the possibility of tennis, 
or any game that implies exertion or skill, and 
it is the home of sweet - smells, bright colour, and 
chuckling birds. There are long borders of mignon* 
ette, wallflowers and hollyhocks, and many old- 
fashioned flowers, which are going the way of all 
old fashions. London pride, with its delicate spirals 
and star-like blossoms, and the red drooping velvet 
of love-lies-a*bleeding. The thump of tennis bails, 
the flying horrors of ring-goal, even the clash of 
croquet is tabooed in this sacred spot. Down 
below, indeed, beyond that thick privet hedge, 
you may find, if you wish, a smooth, well-kept 
piece of grass, where, even now— if we may judge 
from 'white figures that cross the little square, 
where a swinging iron gate seems to remonstrate 
hastily and ill-temperedly with those who leave 
these reflective shades for the glare and publicity 
o( tennis — a game seems to be in prt^ess. If 
yon had exploring tendencies in your nature, and 
had happened to find yourself on the afternoon 
of whidx 1 propose to ^eak, in this * delightful 
garden, you would sooner or later have wandered 



DODO, 


J03 

into a low-lying grassy basin, shut in on three 
sides by banks of bushy rose-trees* The faint, 
delicate smell of their pale fragrance would, have 
led you there, or, perhaps, the light trickling of a 
fountain, now nearly summer dry. Perhaps the 
exploring tendency would account for your dis- 
covery. There, lying back in a basket-chair, with 
a half-read letter in her hand, and an accusing 
tennis racquet by her side, you would have found 
Edith Staines. She had waited after lunch to 
get her letters, and going out, meaning to join 
the others, she had found something among them 
that interested her, and she was reading a certain 
letter through a second time when you broke in 
upon her. After a few minutes she folded it up, 
put it back in the envelope, and sat still, thinking. 
*So she’s going to marry him,’ she said half aloud,' 
and she took up her racquet and went down to 
the tennis courts. 

Ten days ago she had come down to stay with 
Miss Grantham, at the end of the London season. 
Miss Grantham’s father was a somewhat florid 
baronet of fifty years of age. He had six feet 
of height, a cheerful, high-coloured face, and a 
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&|^0astache, which he was just conscious had 
mll&iy suggestions about it^though he had 
nev^ been in the anny — ^which ms beginning to 
grow grey. His wife h9.d been a lovely woman, 
half Spanish by birth, with that peculiarly crisp 
pronunciation that English people so seldom 
possess, and which is almost as charming to hear . 
as a child’s first conscious grasp of new words. 
She dressed remarkably well; her reading chiefly 
consisted of the Morning Post, French novels, and 
small books of morbid poetry, which seemed to 
her very chic, and she was worldly to the tips 
of her delicate fingers. She had no accomplish- 
ments of any sort, except a great knowledge of 
foreign languages. She argued, with much reason, 
that you could get other people to do your accom- 
plishments for you. ‘Why should I worry myself 
with playing scales?’ she said. 'I can hire some 
poor wretch— she never could quite manage the 
English “r"— to play to me by the hour. He 
will {day much better than I ever should, and it 
is a form of charity as welL’ 

Edith bad made great friends •. 'with hn, and 
disagreed with her on every topiC; under the son. 
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Lady Grantham admmd Edith’s vivadty, though 
her own line was serene elegance, and respected 
her success. Success was the one accomplishment 
that she really looked up to (partly, perhaps, be- 
cause s^e felt she had such a laig^e measure of 
it herselOt and no one could deny that Edith 
was successful. She had enough broadness of view 
to admire success in any line, and would have 
had a vr^e sense of satisfaction in accepting 
the arm of the best crossing-sweeper in London 
to take her in to dinner. She lived in a leonine 
atmosphere, and if yon did not happen to meet 
a particular lion at her house, it was because 
*he was here on Monday, or is coming on 
Wednesday ; ’ at anyrate, not because he had 
not been asked. 

Edith, however, felt tiioroughly pleased with her 
quartets. She had hinted once that she had to 
go the day . after to-morrow, but Nora Ghrantham 
had declined to argue the question. ‘You’re only 
going home to do your music,’ she smd. ‘We’ve 
got quite as good a piano here as yon have, and 
we leave 3^0 entirely to your own devices. Besides, 
you’re mother's lion just now— -isn’t she, mother?— 
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aiul you’re not going to get out of the menagerie 
just yet There’s going to be a big feeding-time 
nt^ week, and you will have to roar.’ Edith’s 
remark about the necessity of going had been 
dictated only by a sense of duty, in order to 
give her hosts an opportunity of getting .rid of 
her if they wished, and she was quite content 
to stop. She strolled down across the lawn to 
the tennis courts in a thoughtful frame of mipd, 
and met Miss Grantham, who was coming to look 
for her. 

’ Where have you been, Edith ? ’ she smd. 
*The)r’re all clamouring for you. Mother is sit- 
ting in the summer-house wondering why any- 
body wants to play tennis. She says none of 
them will ever be as good as Cracklin, and he’s 
a cad.’ 

‘Grande,’ siud Edith, 'Dodo’s engaged.’ 

' Oh, dear, 3res,’ said Miss Grantham. ‘ I knew she 
would be. How delightful Jack’s got his reward 
at last May I tell everyone? How funny that 
she shmild many a Lord Chesterford twice. It 
was so convenient that the first one shouldn’t have 
had any brothers, and Dodo won't have to chai^ 
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her visit^g cards, or have new han(|kerchiefs or 
anything. What a contrast, thought* 

*No, it's private at present,’ said Edith. *Dodo 
has just written to me; she told me I might tell 
you. Do you altogether like it?* 

‘ Of 'courw I do/ said Miss Grantham. ‘ Only I 
should like to marry Jack myself. I wonder if 
he asked Dodo, or if Dodo asked him.' 

' I suppose it was inevitable/ said Edith. ‘ Dodo 
says that Chesterford’s last words to her were that 
she should marry Jack/ 

‘That was so sweet of him/ murmurei^ Miss 
Grantham. ' He was very sweet and dear and 
remembering, wasn’t he?* 

Edith was still grave and doubtful. 

'I’m sure there was nearly a crash/ she said. 
‘Do yon remember the Brettons* ball? Chesterford 
didn’t like that, and they quarrelled, I know, next 
morning.’ 

‘Oh, kow interesting/ said Miss Granthanu ‘But 
Dodo was quite right to go, I think. She was 
dreadfully bored, and she will not stand being 
bored. She might have done something much 
worse.’ 
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* It seems, to be imperatively necessary for Dodo 

V A * ■ ^ 

td ’ do something unexpected,’ sdd Edith. *1 
wQQjier, oh, I wonder — Jack will be very happy 
for a time,’ she added ingonsequently. 

Edith’s coming was the signal for serious play 
to begin. She entirely declined to play except 
with people who considered it, for the time being, 
the most important thing in the world, and 
naturally she played well. ^ 

A young man, of military appearance on a small 
scale was sitting by Lady Grantham in the tent, 
and entertaining her with somewhat unfledged 
remarks. 

'Miss Staines does play so arfly well, doesn’t 
she ? ’ he was saying. ' Look at that stroke, perfectly 
rippin’, you know, what?’ 

Mr Featherstone had a habit of finishing all 
his sentences with *what?’ He pronounced it to 
rhyme with heart. 

Lady Grantham was reading Loti's book of pity 
and death. It answered the double purpose of 
being French and morbid. 

'What book have you got hold of there?’ con- 
tinued Featherstone. 'It’s an arfol bore reading 
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books, dontcherthink, what? I wish one could 
get a feller ' to read them for Uid th^ tell 
one about them.' 

« 

‘I rather enjoy some books,’ said Lady Gran* 
tham. 'This, for instance, is a good one,’ and she 
held the book towards him. 

‘Oh, that’s French, isn’t it?’ remarked Feather- 
stone; ‘ I did French at school ; don’t know a 
word now. Ifs an arful bore having to learn 
French, isn’t it? Couldn’t I get a feller to learn 
it for me? 

Lady Grantham reflected 

‘ I daresay you could,' she replied. ‘ You might 
get your man, — ^tiger — how do you call him? — to 
learn it It’s capable of comprehension to the 
lowest intellect,’ she added crisply. 

‘ Oh, come. Lady Grantham,’ he replied, 
‘you don’t think so badly of me as that, do 
you?’ 

Lady Grantham was seized with a momentary 
desire to run her parasol through his body, pro- 
vided it could be done languidly and without 
effort Her daughter had come up, and sat 
down in a low chair by her. Featherstone was 
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devoting ^e whole of his great mind to the end 
of 1^ mou^adie; 

^Nora,* she said quietly, 'this little man must be 

% 

taken away. I can’t quite manage bim.^ Tell him 
to go and play about* 

^Dear mother/ she replied, 'bear him a little 
longer. He can’t play about by himsel£’ 

Lady Grantham got gently up from her chair, 
and thrust an exquisite little silver paper-knife 
between the leaves of her book. 

* 1 think I will ask you to take my chair across 
to that tree opposite/ she said to him, without 
looking at him. 

He followed her, dragging the chair after him. 
Halfway across the lawn they met a footman 
bringing tea down into the ground. 

'Take the chair/ she said Then she turned 
to her little man. 'Many thanks. I won’t detain 
you/ she said, with a sweet smile. ' So good of you 
to have come here this afternoon.’ 

Featherstone was impenetrable. He lounged 
back, if so small a thing can be said to lounge, 
and sat down again by Miss Grantham. 

* Fascinatin’ woman your mother is,’ he said 
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‘Arfly clever, isn’t she? What? Knows French 
and that sort of thing. I caji alwa3rs along all 
right in France. If yon only swear at the waiters 
they understand what you want all right, you know.’ 

Two or three other fresh arrivals made it possible 
for another set to be started, and Mr Featherstone 
was induced to play, in spite of his protestations that 
he had quite given up tennis for pola Lady 
Grantham finished her Loti, and moved back to 
the tea-table, where Edith was sitting, fanning 
herself with a cabbage leaf, and receiving homage 
on the score of her tennis - playing. Lady 
Grantham did not offer to give anybody any tea; 
she supposed they would take it when they 
wanted it, but she wished someone would give 
her a cup. 

‘What’s the name of the little man and his 
moustache?’ she asked Edith, indicating Mr Feather- 
stone, who was performing wild antics in the next 
court 

Edith informed her. 

‘How did he get here?’ demanded Lady Gran- 
tham. 

‘Oh, he’s a friend of mine. I think he came to 
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see me,* replied Edith; ‘ He lives somewhere about 
I iappose you find him rather trying. • It doesn't 

matter; ^e’s of no consequence.* 

€ 

'My dear Edith, between yonr sporting curate, 
and yonr German conductor, and yonr \^oman 
Catholic cnr6, and this man, one’s life isn’t safe.’ 

‘You won’t see the good side of those sort of 
people,’ said Edith. ‘ If they’ve got rather over- 
whelming manners, and aren’t as silent and bored 
as yon think young men ought to be, yon think 
the}^re utter outsidera’ 

‘I only want to know if there are any more of 
that sort going to turn up Think of the positions 
yon put me ini When I went into the drawing- 
room 3 ^terday, for instance, before lunch, I find 
a Roman Catholic priest there, who puts up two 
fingers at me, and says " Benedicite;’” 

Edith lay back in her chair and laughed. 

‘How I should like to have seen you! Did 
you think he was saying grace, or did yon tell 
him not to be insolent?’ 

‘I behaved with admirable moderation,’ said 
Lady Grantham. 'I even prepared to be nice to 
him. But he had sudden misgivii^s, and sidd, "I 
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jrottr pardon, I thought you were Miss Staines." 
I saw I whs not wanted, and retreated. That 
is not all Bob told me that I had to take a 
curate in to dinner last night, and asked me not to 
frighten him. I suppose he thought I wanted to 
say “Bo,* or howl at him. The curate tried me. 
I sat down when we got to the table, and he 
turned to me and said, " I beg your pardon "—they 
all beg my pardon — “ but I am going to say grace." 
Then I prepared myself to talk night schools and 
district visiting; but he turned on me, and asked 
me what I thought of Orme’s chances for the St 
Legen* 

'Oh, dear! oh, dear!’ cried Edith; 'he told me 
afterwards that you seemed a very serious lady.’ 

*1 didn’t intend to encourage that,’ continued 
Lady Grantham ; ' so I held on to district visit- 
ing. We shook our heads together over dissent 
in Wales. We split over Calvinism — who was 
Calvin? We renounced society; and I was going 
to work him a pair of slippers. We were very 
edifying. Then he sang comic songs in the draw- 
ing-room, and discussed the methods of cheating 
at baccarat I was a dead failure’ 

X 
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‘ Aayhow, you’re a serious lady,* sidd Edith. 

‘That young mao will come to a bad end,’ said 
Lady Gh-antham ; ‘ so will your German conductor. 
He ordered beer in the- middle of the morning, 
to-day — the second footman will certainly give 
notice — wd he smoked a little clay pipe after 
dinner in the dining-room. Then this afternoon 
comes this other friend of yours. He says, "Arfly 
rippin’ what”’ 

‘He said yon were arfly fascinatin’ what,’ inter- 
polated Miss Grantham, 'when you went away to 
read your book. You were very rude to him.’ 

Sir Robert Grantham had joined the party. He 
was a great hand at adapting his conversation to 
his audience, and making everyone conscious that 
they ought to feel quite at home. He recounted 
at some length a series of tennis matches which 
he had taken part in a few years ago. A strained 
elbow had spoiled his chances of winning, but the 
games were most exciting, and it was generally 
t^eed at the time that the form of the players 
was quite first-class. He talked about Wagner 
and counterpoint to Edith. He asked his vicar 
abstruse questions on the evidence of the immor- 
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tality of the soul after death; he discussed agri- 
culture and farming with tenants, to whom he 
always said ‘thank ye,' instead of ‘thank you,’ in 
order that they might feel quite at their ease; he 
lamented the want of physique in the English 
army to Mr Featherstone, who was very short; 
and declared that the average height of English- 
men was only five feet four. As he said this he 
drew himself up, and made it quite obvious that 
he himself was six feet high, and broad in pro- 
portioa 

A few more cups of tea were drunk, and a few 
more sets played, and the party dispersed Edith 
was the only guest in the house, and she and 
Frank, the Oxford son, stopped behind to play a 
game or two more before dinner. Lady Grantham 
and Nora strolled up through the garden towards 
the house, while Sir Robert remained on the ground, 
and mingled advice, criticism, and approbation 
to the tennis players. Frank’s back-hand stroke 
he thought, was not as good as it might be, and 
Edith could certainly put half fifteen on to her 
game if judiciously coached. Neither of the 
players vollqred as well as himself, but voUegr- 
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is)g was his strong point, and they must not be 
discouraged. Frank’s attitude to his father was 
that^of undisguised amusement ; but he found him 
very entertaining. 

They were all rather late for dinner, and Lady 
Grantham was waiting for them in the drawing- 
room. Frank and his father were down before 
Edith, and Lady Grantham was making remarks 
on their personal appearance 

*You look very hot and red,’ she was saying to 
her son ^ and I really wish you would brush 
your hair better. I don’t know what young men 
are coming to, they seem to think that everything 
is to be kept waiting for them.’ * 

Frank’s attitude was one of serene indifference 
‘Go on, go on,’ he said; ‘I don’t mind.’ 

Edith was five minutes later. Lady Grantham 
remarked on the importance of being in time 
for dinner, and hoped they wouldn’t all die from 
going to bed too soon afterwarda Frank apolo- 
gised for his mother. 

‘Don’t mind her. Miss Staines,’ he said, ‘they’re 
only her foreign mannera She doesn’t know 
how to behave. It’s all right /I’m going to 
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take yoa in, Another. Are we going to have 
grouse ? * 

That evening Miss Grantham and Edith ‘tflked 
Dodo,' as the latter called it, till the small 
hour& 

She produced Dodo’s letter, and read extracts. 

*Of course we sha’n't be married till after next 
November,’ wrote Dodo. ‘Jack wouldn’t hear of 
it, and it would seem very unfeeling. Don’t you 
think so? It will be odd going back to Winston 
again. Mind you come and stay with ns at 
Easter.’ 

* I wonder if Dodo ever thinks with regret of 
anything or anybody,’ said Edith. ‘Imagine writ- 
ing like that — asking me if I shouldn’t think it 
unfeeling.’ 

‘Oh, but she says she would think it unfeeling,’ 
smd Miss Grantham. ‘That’s so sweet and re- 
membering of her.’ 

‘But don’t you see,’ said Edith, ‘she evidently 
thinks it is so good of her to have feelings about 
it at all. She might as well call attention to the fact 
that she always puts her shoes and stockings on 
to go to church.’ 
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* There's lots of women who would many again 
4iefore a year was out if it wasn’t for convention,' 
said Miss Grantham. 

f 

‘That’s probably the case with Dodo,’ remarked 
Edith. ' Dodo doesn’t care one pin for the memoty 
of that man. She knows it, and she knows I know 
it Why does she say that sort of thing to me? 
He was a good man, too, and I’m not sure that 
he wasn’t great Chesterford detested me, but I 
recc^ised him.’ 

*Oh, I don’t think he was great,’ ssdd Miss Gran- 
tham. ' Didn’t he always strike you as a little stupid ?’ 

‘ I prefer stupid people,’ declared Edith roundly. 
‘They are so restful They’re like nice, sweet, 
white bread; they quench your hunger as well as 
pAti de foie gras, and they are much better for yoa’ 

‘ I think they make yon just a little thirsty,’ 
remarked Miss Grantham. * I should have sud 
they were more like cracknela Besides, do yon 
tlunk that it’s an advantage to associate with 
people who are good for yon ? It produces a sort 
of rabbia in m& I want to bite them.’ 

‘Yon like making yourself out worse than yon 
are, Grantie,’ said Edith. 
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‘I think yon like making Dodo out wo»e than 
she is/ rethmed Nora. ‘I always used to think 
jrau were very fond of her.’ 

<I am fond of her/ said Edith; ‘that’s why I’m 
dissatisfied with her.’ 

‘What a carious way of showing yonr affection/ 
said Miss Grantham. ‘I love Dodo, and if 1 was 
a man I should like to marry her.’ 

‘Dodo is too dramatic/ said Edith. ‘She never 
gets off the stage; and sometimes she plays to 
the gallery, and then the stalls say, “How cheap 
she’s making herself” She has the elements of 
a loi9’'Comedian about her.’ 

‘And the airs of a tragedy queen, I suppose,’ 
added Miss Grantham. 

‘Exactly/ said Edith; ‘and the consequence is 
that she is a burlesque sometimes. She is her 
own parody.’ 

‘ Darling Dodo,’ smd Grantie, with feeling. * I 
do want to see her 

‘ All her conduct after his death,’ continued 
Edith, ‘that was the trs^^edy queen; she shut 
herself up in that great house, quite alone, for two 
months, and went to church with a lai^ prayer* 
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book eveiy morning at eight But it was burlesque 
■U the same: Dodo isn't sorry like that The 
gallery yelled with applause.* 

‘ I thought it was so sweet of hef,' murmured 
Grantie. ‘I suppose I’m gallery toa’ 

‘Then she went abroad,’ continued Edith, ‘and 
sat down and wept by the waters of Aix. But 
she soon took down her harp. She gave 
banjo parties on the lake, and sang coster 
songa* ' 

‘Mrs Vane told me she recovered her spirits 
wonderfully at Aix,’ remarked Miss Grantham. 

‘ And played baccarat, and recovered other 
people’s money,’ pursued Edith. ‘If she’d taken 
the first train for Aix after the funeral, I should 
have respected her.’ 

*Oh, that would have been horrid,’ said Miss 
Grantham ; ' besides, it wouldn’t have been the 
seasoa’ 

‘That’s true,’ said Edith. ‘Dodo probably re- 
membered that’ 

‘Oh, you sha’n’t abuse Dodo any more,’ «atd 
Miss Grantham|i ‘ I think it’s perfectly horrid of 
you. Go and play nie something.’ 
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Perhaps the thought of Chesterford was in 
Edith’s mind as she sat down to the piano, for 
she played a piece of Mozart’s 'Requiem,’ which 
is the saddest music in the world. 

Miss Grantham shivered a little. The long 
wailing notes struck some chord within her, which 
disturbed her peace of mind. 

'What a dismal thing,’ she said, when Edith 
had finished. ‘You make me feel like Sunday' 
evening after a country church.’ 

Edith stood looking out of the window. The 
moon was up, and the great stars were wheeling 
in their courses through the infinite vault A 
nightingale was singing loud in the trees, and 
the little mysterious noises of night stole 
about among the bushes. As Edith thought of 
Chesterford she remembered how the Greeks 
mistook the passionate song of the bird for the 
lament of the dead, and it did not seem strange 
to her. For love sometimes goes hand>in*band 
1 with death. 

She turned back into the room agailL 
‘God foigive her,’ she said, 'if cannot’ 

'I’m not going to bed with that requiem in 
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my ears,* said Miss Grantham. *1 should dream 
(rf* hearses.* 

Edith went to the piano, and broke into a quick, 
«> 

rippling movement 

Miss Grantham listened, and felt she ought to 
know what it wa& 

‘What is it?* she said, when Edith had finished. 
‘ It is the scherzo from the “ Dodo Symphony,” ’ 
she said. * I composed it two years ago at 
Winstoa* ' 



CHAPTER XVI. 

T\ODO had written to Edith from Zermatt, 
where she was enjoying herself amazingly. 
Mrs Vane was there, and Mr and Mrs Algernon 
Spencer, and Prince Waldenech and Jack. As 
there would have been some natural confusion in 
the hotel if Dodo had called herself Lady Chester- 
ford, when Lord Chesterford was also there, she 
settled to be called Miss Vane. This tickled 
Prince Waldenech enormously; it seemed to him 
a capital joke. 

Dodo was sitting in the verandah of the hotel 
one afternoon, drinking black coffee and smoking 
c^arettes. Half the hotel were scandalised at her, 
and usually referred to her as ‘that Miss Vane’; 
the other half adored her, and went expeditions 
with her, and took minor parts in her theatricals, 
and genoally played universal second fiddle; 

m 
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Dodo enjoyed this sort of life, There was la 
her an undeveloped germ of simplicity, that found 
pleasure in watching the slow-footed cows driven 
home from the pasture^ in sitting with Jack — re- 
gardless of her assumed name — in the crocus- 
studded meadows, or by the side of the swirling 
glacier-fed stream that makes the valley melodious. 
She argued, with great reason, that she had already 
shocked all the people that were going to be 
shocked so much that it didn’t matter what she 
did ; while the other contingent, who were not 
going to be shocked, were not going to be 
shocked. * Everyone must either be shocked or 
not shocked,’ she said, * and ' they’re that already. 
That’s why Prince Waldenech and I are going 
for a moonlight walk next week when the moon 
comes back.’ 

Dodo had made great friends with the Prince’s 
half-sister, a Russian on her mother’s side, and 
she was reading her extracts out of her unwritten 
book of the Philosophy of Lift, an interesting 
work, which varied considerably according to 
Dodo’s mood. Just now it suited Dodo to be in 
love with life 
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'You are a Russian^by nature and sympathy, 
my dear Princess,' she was saying, ‘and you are 
therefore in a continual state of complete Iwre- 
dom. You think you are bored here, because it 
is not Paris ; in Paris you are quite as much bored 
with all your /Aes, and dances, and parties as you 
are here. I tell you frapkly you are wrong. Why 
don’t you come and sit in the grass, and look at 
the crocuses, and throw stones into the stream 
like me?’ 

The Princess stretched out a delicate arm. 

'I don’t think 1 ever threw a stone in my life,’ 
she said dubiously. 'Would it amuse me, do you 
think?’ 

'Not at first,’ said Dodo; 'and you will never 
be amused at all if you think about it’ 

'What am I to think about then?’ she asked. 

'You must think about the stone,’ said Dodo 
decisively, 'you must think about the crocuses, 
you must think about the cows.’ 

' It’s all so new to me,’ remarked the Princess. 
*We never think about cows in Russia.’ 

'That’s just what I'm saying,’ said Doda 'You 
must get out of yourself. Anything does to think 
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about, and nobody is bored unless they think 
about being bored. When one has the whole 
world to choose from, and only one subject in 
it that can make one feel bored, it really shows 
a want of resource to think about that. Then 
yon ought to take walks and ' make yourself 
tired.’ 

The Princess cast a vague eye on the Matter* 
horn. 

‘That sort of horror?’ she asked. 

‘No, yon needn’t begin with the Matterhorn,’ 
said Dodo, laughing. ‘Go to the glaciers, and 
get rather cold and wet. Boredom is chiefly 
physical.* • 

‘I’m sure being cold and wet would bore me 
frightfully,’ she said. 

‘No, no — a big no,’ cried Dodo. ‘No one is 
ever bored unless they are comfortable. That’s 
the great principle. There isn’t time for it You 
cannot be bored and something else at the same 
tim& Being comfortable doesn’t count; that’s our 
normal condition. But you needn’t be uncomfort- 
able in order to be bored. It’s very comfortable 
sitting hone with you, and I’m not the least bored. 
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I should poisoQ mysolf if I vrere bored. I can’t 
think why you don’t.’ 

‘I will do anything yaa recommend,’ said ^ the 
Princess placidly. 'You are the only woman I 
know who never appears to be bored. I wonder 
if my husband would bore you. He is veiy big, 
and very good, and he eats a large breakfast, and 
looks after his serfs. He bores me to extinction. 
He would wear black for ten years if 1 poisoned 
myself.’ 

A shade of something passed over Dodo’s face. 
It might have been regret, or stifled remembrance, 
or a sudden twinge of pain, and it lasted an 
appreciable fraction of a second. 

*I can imagine being bored with that kind of 
man,’ she said it^a moment 

The Princess was lying back in her chair, and 
did not notice a curious hardness in Dodo’s voice. 

‘I should so like to introduce you to lum,’ said 
she. ‘I should like to shut you up with him 
for a month at our place on the Volga. It snows 
a good deal there, and he goes out in the snow 
and shoots animals, and comes back in the even- 
ing with a red face, and tells me all about it 
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It is very entertaining, but a trifle monotonous 
He does not know English, nor German, nor 
French. He laughs very loud. He is devoted 
to me. Do go and sUy with him. I think I’ll 
join you when you’ve been there three weeks 
He is quite safe. I shall not be afraid He writes 
to me every day, and suggests that he should 
join me here.’ 

Dodo shifted her position and looked up <ltt the 

•f ' 

Matterhorn. 

* Yes,’ she said, ‘ I should certainly be bored 
with him, but I’m not sure that I would show it’ 

‘He wouldn’t like you at all,’ continued the 
Princess. ‘He would think you loud. That is so 
odd. He thinks it unfeminine to smoke. He 
has great ideas about the p(^ition of women. 
He gave me a book of private devotions bound 
in the parchment from a bear he had shot on my^ 
last birthday.’ 

: Dodo laughed 

‘I’m sure you needn’t be bored with him,’ she 
said. ‘He must have a strong vein of unconscious 
humour about him.’ 

‘I’m quite unconscious of it,’ said the Princess. 
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‘You cannot form the slightest idea of what he's 
like till you see him. I almost feel inclined to 
tell him to come here.' , 

*Ab, but you Russian wpmen have such liberty,' 
said Doda *You can tell your husband not to 
expect to see you again for three months. We 
can’t do that ’ An English husband and wife are 
like two Siamese twina Until about ten years 
ago^|hey used to enter the drawing-room, when 
they were going out to dinner, arm-in-arm.' 

* That’s very bourgeois, said the Princesa ‘You 
are rather a bourgeois race. You are very hearty, 
and pleased to see one, and all that There’s Lord 
Chesterford. You’re a great friend of his, aren't 
you ? He* looks very distinguished. I should 
think he was us^lly bored.’ 

‘He was my husband’s first cousin,’ said Doda 
Princess Alexandrina of course knew that Miss 
Vane was a widow. ‘ I was always an old friend 
of his, as long as I can remember, that's to say. 
Jack and I are going up towards the Riffel to 
watch the sunset Come with us.' 

‘1 think I’ll see the sunset from here,’ she 

‘You’re going up a hill, I suppose?’ 

Y 
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*ph, but you can't see it from here/ said Doda 
‘That great mass of mountain is in. the way/ 

The Princess considered 

‘I don't think I want* to see the sunset after 
all/ she said. ‘ Fve just found the Kreutzer Sonata, 
IVe been rural enough for one day, and I want 
a breath of civilised air. Do you know, I never 
feel bored when you are talking to me.’ 

‘Oh, that's part of my charm, isn't it?' said 
Dodo to Jack, who had lounged up to where they 
were sitting. 

‘Dodo's been lecturing me. Lord Chesterford,' 
said the Princess. ‘Does she ever lecture you?'* 
‘She gave me quite a long lecture once/ said 
he. ‘She recommended me to live in a cathedral 
town.' ^ 

‘A cathedral town/ said the Princess. ‘That's 
something fearful, isn't it? Why did you tell him 
to do that?' she asked. 

*I think it was a mistake/ said Dodo. ‘Any- 
how, Jack didn't take my advice. I shouldn’t 
recommend him to do it now, but he has a perfect 
genius for being domestic. Everyone ia, very 
domestic in cathedral towns. They all dine at 
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seven and breakfast at a quarter past eight — next 
morning, you understand. That quarter past is 
delightful. But Jack said he didn’t want to €Core 
small successes/ she added, employing a figure 
grammatically known as * hiatus.’ 

* My husband is very domestic,’ said the Princess, 
‘and he isn’t a bit like Lord Chesterford. He 
would like to live with me in a’ little house in 
the country, and never have anyone to stay with, 
us. That would be so cheerful during the winter 
months.* 

‘Jack, would you like to live with your wife in 
a little house in the country?’ demanded Dodo. 

‘ I don’t think I should ever marry a woman 
who wanted to,* remarked Jack, meeting Dodo’s 
glance. • 

‘ Imagine two people really liking each othor 
better than all the rest of the world,’ said the 
Princess, ‘and living on milk, and love, and wild 
roses, and fresh eggs I I can’t bear fresh eggs.’ 

‘My egg this morning wasn’t at all fresh,’ said 
Dodo. ‘I wish rd thought of sending it to your 
room.’ . 

‘Would you never get tired of your wife, don’t 
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you think/ continued the Princess, ‘if you shut 
yotirsejves up in the country ? Supposing she 
wished to pick roses when you wanted to play 
lawn tennis ? * 

*Oh, Jack, it wouldn't do/ said Dodo. ‘You'd 
make her play lawn tennis.' , 

‘My husband and I never thought of playing 
lawn tennis/ said the Princess. ‘I shall try that 
when we meet next It's very amusing, i§n't 
it?' 

‘ It makes yon die of laughing/ said Dodo, 
solemnly. ‘Come, Jack, we're going to see the 
sunset Good-bye, dear. Go and play with your 
maid. She can go out of the room while you 
think of something, and then come in and guess 
what you've thought t)f.' 

„Jack and Dodo strolled up through the sweet- 
smelling meadows towards the Riffelberg. A cool 
breeze was streaming down from the ‘ furrow 
cloven alls' of the glacier, heavy with the clean 
smell of pine woods and summer flowers, and 
thick with a hundred mingling sounds. The cows 
were being driven homewards, and the faint sounds 
of bells were carried down to them from the green 
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heights above. Now and then they passed a ^erd 
of goats, still nibbling anxiously at the wa}^ide 
grass, followed by some small rag^[ed shepherd 
boy, who brushed his long hair away from his 
eyes to get a better look at this dazzling, fair- 
skinned woman, who evidently belonged to quite 
another order of beings from his wrinkled, early- 
old mother. One of them held out to Dodo a 
wilted little bunch of flowers, crumpled with 
much handling, but she did not seem to notice 
him. After they had passed he tossed them away, 
and ran off after his straying flock. Southwards, 
hi|h above them, stretched the long lines of snow 
spread out under the feet of the Matterhorn, which 
sat like some huge sphinx, unapproachable, remote. 
Just below lay the village, sleeping in the last 
rays of the sun, which shone warmly on the red, 
weathered planka Light blue smoke curled slowly 
up from the shingled roofs, and streamed gently 
down the valley in a thin, transparent haze. 

‘Decidedly it's a very nice world,' said Doda 
' I’m so glad I wasn’t bom a Russian. The 
Princess never enjoys anything at all, except 
telling one how bored she is. But she’s very 
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amusing, and I gave her a great deal of good 
advice.’ 

‘What have you been telling her to do?’ asked 
Jack 

‘ Oh, .anything. .1 recommended her to sit in 
the meadows, and throw stones and get her feet 
wet It’s not affectation at all in her, she really 
is hopelessly bored. It’s as easy for her to be 
bored as for me not to be. Jack, what will you 
do to me if I get bored when we’re married ? ’ 

*I shall tell you to throw stones,' said he 

‘As long as you don’t look at me reproachfully,’ 
said Dodo, ‘ I * sha’n’t mind. Oh, look at ^e 
Matterhorn. Isn’t it big?' 

*1 don’t like it,’ said Jack; ‘it always looks as 
if it was taking notice, and reflecting how dread- 
fully small one is.’ 

‘ I used to think Vivy was like that,’ said Doda 
She was very good to me once or twice I wonder 
what I shall be like when I’m middle-aged. I 
can’t bear the thought of getting old, but that 
won’t stop it I don’t want to sit by the fire 
and purr. I don’t think I could do it’ 

‘One won’t, get old all of a sudden though,’ said 
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Jack; ‘that’s a great consideratioa The change 
will come so gradually that one won’t know it’ 

‘Ah, don’t,’ said Dodo quickly. ‘It’s like dying 

» 

by inches, losing hold of life gradually. It won’t 
come to me like that I shall wake up some 
morning and find Fm not young any more.* 

‘Well, it won’t come yet,’ said Jack with sym- 
pathy. 

‘Well, I’m not going to bother my head about 
it,* said Dodo, ‘there isn’t time. There’s Maud 
and her little Spencer. He’s a dear little man, 
and he ought to be put in a band-box with some 
pink cotton-wool, and taken out every Sunday 
morning.* 

Dodo whistled shrilly, on her fingers to attract 
their attention. 

Mr Spencer had been gathering flowers and 
putting them into a neat, little, tin box, which he 
slung over his shoulders.' He was dressed in a 
Norfolk jacket carefully buttoned round his waist, 
with knickerbockers and blue worsted stockinga 
He wore a small blue ribbon in his top button- 
hole, and a sbfl: felt hat He carried his flowers 
home in the evening, and always remembered to 



33 ® 


DODO. 


pre^s them before he went to bed. He and Maud 
. were sitting on a large' grey rock by the wayside, 
reading the Psalms for the seventeenth evening of 
the month. 

Dodo surveyed her critically, and' laid herself 
out to be agreeable. 

‘Well, Algy,’ she said, ‘how are the flowers 
going on ? Oh, what a sweet little gentian. Where 
did you get it ? We’re going to have some 
theatricals this evening, and you must come. It’s 
going to be a charade, and you’ll have to gues<i 
the word afterwards. Jack and Tare going to. 
look at the sunset We shall be late for dinner. 
What’s that book, Maud?’ 

‘We were reading the Psalms for the evening,’ 
said Maud. 

*Oh, how dear of you,* said Doda ‘What p 
lovely church this makes. Algy, why don’t yoi 
have service out of doors* at Gloucester? I always 
feel so much more devotional on fine evenings 
out in the open air. * I think that’s charming. 
Good-bye. Jack and I must go oa* 

Dodo was a good walker, and they were soon 
^ among the pines that climb up the long steep 



DODO. 


337 . 


slope to the RifTel. Their steps were silent on 
the carpet of needles, and they walked on, not 
talking much, but each intensely conscious of^ the 
presence of the* other. At a corner high up on 
the slope they stopped, for the great range in front 
of them had risen above the hills on the other 
side of the valley, and all the snow was flushed 
with the sunset 

Dodo laid her hand on Jack’s. 

‘How odd it is that you and I should be here 
together, and like this,’ she said. ‘I often used 
to wonder - years ago whether this would happen. 
Jack, you will make me very happy? Promise me 
that* 

And Jack prpmised. 

‘I often think of Chesterford,’ Dodo went on. 
‘He wished for this, you know. He told me so 
as he was dying. Did you ever know, Jack — * 

even Dodo found it hard to get on at this moment 

¥ 

— Mid you ever know — ^he knew all? I began 
to tell him, and he stopped me, saying he knew.’ 

Jack’s face was grave. 

‘ He told me he knew,’ he said ; ‘ at least, 1 saw 
he did. I never felt so much ashamed. It was 
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my fault. I would have given a great deal to 
save him that knowledge.* 

*God forgive me if I was cruel to him/ said 
Dodo. ‘But, oh, Jack, I did tty. I was mad 
that night I think.’ 

‘Don’t talk of it,’ said he suddenly; *it was 
horrible; it was shameful* 

They were silent a moment Then Jack said,— 

‘ Dodo, let us bury the thought of that for ^ver. 
There are some memories which are sacred to 
me. The memory of Chesterford is one. He 
was very faithful, and he was very unhappy. I 
feel as if I was striking his dead body when you 
' speak of it. Requiescat* 

They rose and went down to the hotel ; the 
sun had set, and it grew suddenly cold 

The theatricals that night were a great success. 
Dodo was simply inimitable. Two maiden ladies 
left the hotel the next morning. 



CHAPTER XVIL* 

T\ODO*S marriage was announced in September. 

It was to be celebrated at the beginning 
of December, and was to be very grand indeed. 
Duchesses were expected to be nothing accounted 
of. She was still in Switzerland when it was 
made known, and events had developed them- 
selves. The announcement came out in tne 
following manner. She had taken her moonlight 
walk, but not with Prince Waldenech. She had 
mentioned to him incidentally that Jack was 
coming as well, and after dinner the Prince found 
he had important despatches waiting for him. 
Dodo was rather amused at the inadequacy of 
this statement, as no post had come in that morn- 
ing. The thought that the Prince particularly 
wished to take a romantic walk with her was 
entertaining. Next morning; however, while Dodo 

339 * 
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'ms dtting in her room, looking out over tiie 
wide, green valley, her maid came in and asked 
if Prince Waldenech might have permission to 
speak to her. 

' Good morning,’ said ' Dodo affably, as he 
entered. 'I wish you had been with us last night 
We had a charming walk, but Jack was dreadfully 
dull Why didn’t you come?’ 

The Prince twisted his long moustaches. ^ 

‘ Certainly I had no despatches,’ he declared 
with frankness ; ' that was — ^how do you call it— 
oh, a white lie.’ 

'Did you expect me to believe it?’ asked Doda 

‘Assuredly not,’ he returned. ‘It would have 
been an insult to your understanding. But such 
statements are better than the truth sometimes. 
But I came here for another purpose — to say 
good-bye.’. 

‘You’re not going?’ said Dodo surprisedly. 

‘ Unless you tell me to stop,’ he murmured, 
advancing to her. 

Dodo read his meaning at once, and determined 
to stop his saying anything more 

‘Cert^nly I tell you to sti^,’ she said.* *You 
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mustn’t break up our charming party so sooa 
Besidesy 1 have a piece of news for you this 
morning. I ask for your congratulations.’ 

‘Ah, those despatches,’ murmured the Prince. 

‘No, it was not the fault of your despatches,’ 
said Dodo, laughing. ‘It was settled some, time 
aga I shall be Lady Chesterford again next 
year. Allow me to introduce the Marchioness 
of Chesterford elect to your Highness/ and she 
swept him a little curtsey. 

The Prince bowed. 

‘The Marquis of Chesterford is a very fortun- 
ate man/ he said. ‘Decidedly I had better go 
away to-morrow.’ 

Dodo felt' annoyed with him. ‘ I thought he 
was clever enough not to say that/ she thought 
to herself. 

‘No, my dear Prince, you shall do nothing of 
the sort/ she said. ‘You are very happy here, 
and I don’t choose that you should gq away — I 
tell you to stop. You said you would if I told 
you.’ 

* 1 am a man of honour still/ said he, with 
mock solemnity; He put both hands' together 



34 » 


DODO. 


and bowed. *I shall be the first to congratulate 
the Marquis,’ he said, ‘and may I hope the Mar 
chioness will think with pity on those less fortun* 
ate than he.’ 

Dodo smiled benignantly. He really had got 
exquisite mannera The scene was artistic, and 
it pleased her. 

* I should think you were too proud to accept 
pity/ she said. ^ 

‘Have you ever seen me other than humble— 
to you?* he asked. 

•Take it then/ said Dodo; ‘as much as your 
case requires. But I feel it is insolent of me to 
offer it* 

* 

‘ I take all the pity you have/ said he, smiling 
gravely. ‘I want it more than any other poor 
devil you might think of bestowing it on.* 

He bowed himself gracefully out of the room. 
He and Dodo had been discussing English pro* 
verbs the « day before, and Dodo asserted broadly 
that they were all founded on universal truths. 
The Prince thought that pity was qpite a promis- 
ing gift 

Dodo was a little uneasy, after he had gone 
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She was always a trifle afraid of him, though, to 
do her justice, no one would have guessed it He 
had acted the rejected lover in the theatricals of 
the week before, and his acting had been rather 
too good The scene she had just gone through 
reminded her very forcibly of it She had found 
that she could not get the play out of her head 
afterwards, and had had long waking dreams 
that night, in which the Prince appeared time 
after time, and her refusal got more faint as he 
pressed his suit She felt that he was the stronger 
of the two, and such a scene as the last inspired 
her with a kind of self-distrust * He will' not make 
himself ** cheap,”’ Dodo said to herself. She was 
very glad he wa^ going to stop, and had been 
surprised to feel how annoyed she was when he 
said he hsid come to wish good-bye. But she. 
felt he had a certain power over her, and did 
not quite like it She would take Jack out for 
a walk and make things even. Jack had no 
power over her, and she thought complacently 
how she could turn him round her little finger* 
Dear old Jack! What a good time th^ were 
going to have 
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She went downstairs and met the Prince and 
Jack on the verandah. The former was murmur- 
ing , congratulatory speeches, and Jack was saying 
‘ Thanks awfully ’ at intervala He had- once said 
to Dodo that the Prince was ‘an oily devil,’ which 
was putting it rather strongly. Dodo had stuck 
up for him. ‘You only say he’s oily,’ she said, 
‘because he’s got much better manners than you, 
and can come into the room without looking 
ridiculous, and I rather like devils as a rule, ahd 
him in particular, though 1 don’t say he is one. 
Anyhow he is a friend of mine, and you can talk 
about something else.’ 

Jack followed Dodo into the square, and sat 
down by her. 

‘What made you tell that chap that we were 
engs^ed?’ he asked. 

‘Oh, I had excellent reasons,’ said Dodo. 

The memory of the interview was still rather 
strong in her mind, and she felt not quite sure 
of herself.’ 

‘No doubt,’ said Jack; ‘but I wish you’d tell 
me what they were.’ 

‘Don’t talk as if you were the inquisition, old 
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boy/ she said *1 don’t see why I should tell 
you if I don’t like.* 

/Please yourself/ said Jack crossly, and got up 
to walk away. * 

*Jack, behave this minute/ said I>odo. *ApoIo« 
gise instantly for speaking like that’ • 

I beg its little pardon/ said Jack contentedly. 

He liked being hauled over the coals by 
Dodo. 

‘That’s right; now, if you’ll be good, 111 tell 
you. Has he gone quite away?’ 

‘Quite; thank goodness/ said Jack. 

‘Well/ said Dodo, ‘I told him because he was 
just going to propose to me himself, and I wanted 
to stop him.’ 

‘Nasty brute/ said Jack. ‘I hope you gave it 
him hot/ 

‘ That’s a very rude thing to say, Jack,’ said ' 
she. ‘It argues excellent taste in him. Besides, 
you did it yourself. Nasty brute I’ 

‘What right has he got to propose to you, I 
should like to know?’ asked Jack. 

‘Just as much as you had* 

‘Then I ought to be kicked for doing it’ 
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Dodo applied the toe of a muddy shoe to Jack's 
calf. ^ 

‘Now, IVe dirtied your pretty stockings/ she 
said* ‘ Serves you right for proposing to me. 
How dare you, you nasty brute 1* 

Jack made a grab at her foot, and made his 
fingers dirty. 

‘Jack, behave,* said Dodo; ‘there are two thou- 
sand people looking.’ 

‘Let them look,* said Jack recklessly. ‘I\n 
not going to be kicked in broad daylight within 
shouting distance of the hotel Dodo, if you 
kick me again I shall call for help.’ 

•Call away,* said Dodo. 

Jack opened his mouth and howled An old 
gentleman, who was just folding his paper into 
a convenient form for reading, on a seat opposite, 
put on his spectacles and stared at them in blank 
amazement 

‘I told you I would,’ remarked Jack parei\- 
thetically. 

‘ It’s only Lord Chesterford,* explained Dodo, 
In a shrill, treble voice, to the old gentlemaa ‘I 
aon’t think he’s very well I daresay it’s nothing.’ 
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' Most distressinV said the old gentleman, in 

a tone of ' the deepest ’ sarcasm, returning to 

his paper. . 

‘ Most distressinV echoed Dodo pianissimo to 

Jack, who was laughing in a hopeless internal 
• ■ * 
manner. 

Dodo led him speechless away, and they wan- 
dered off to the little, low wall that separates the 
street from the square. 

•Now, we’ll go on talking,’ said Jack, when 
he had recovered somewhat ‘We were talking 
about that Austrian. What did* you say to 
him?’ 

‘Oh, I’ve told you. I simply stopped him 
asking me by telling 4iim I was going to marry 
someone else.’ 

‘What did he say then?’ demanded Jack. 

•Oh, he asked me for sympathy,’ said Doda 

‘Which you gave him?’ 

• Certainly,’ she answered. ‘ I was • very sorry 
for him, and I told him so ; but we did it very 
nicely and politely, without stating anything, but 
only hinting at it’ • 

•A nasfy, vicious, oily brute,’ observed Jack. 
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‘Jack, you’re ridiculous,* said she; ‘he’s nothing 

of the sort. I’ve told him to come and see us 

when we’re in England, and you’ll have to 
« 

be very polite and charming to him.’ 

'Oh, he can come then,’ said Jack. ‘But 1 
don’t like him.’ ’ * 

They strolled down the street towards the 
church, and Dodo insisted on buying several 
entirely useless brackets, with chamois horns 
stuck aimlessly about them. 

‘I haven’t got any money,’ she observed. ‘Fork 
up. Jack. S^ven and eight arc fifteen and seven 
are twenty-two. Thanks.’ 

Dodo was dissatisfied with one of her brackets 
before they reached the hotel again, and presented 
it to Jack. 

‘ It’s awfully good of you,’ said he ; ‘do you 
mean that you only owe me fifteen?’ 

‘ Only fourteen,’ said Dodo ; ‘ this was eight 
francs. It will be very useful to you, and when 
you look at it, you can think of me,’ she observ&I 
with feeling. 

'I’d sooner have my eight franca* 

* Then you just won’t get them,’ said Dodo, 
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with finality; 'and yon sha’n’t have that unless 
you say “Thank yoa”’ 

The verandah was empty, as lunch had b^n; 
so Jack said ‘Thank you.’ 

The news of their engagement soon got about 
the hotel, and caused a much more favourable 
view to be taken of Dodo’s behaviour to Jack, 
in the minds of the hostile camp. 'Of course, if 
she was engaged to Lord Chesterford all along,’ 
said the enemy, ‘ it puts her conduct in an entirely 
different light They say he’s immensely rich, 
and we hope we shall meet them in Londoa 
Her acting the other night was really extremely 
clever.’ 

Mrs Vane gave quite a number of select little 
teas on the verandah to the penitent, and showed 
her teeth most graciously., 'Darling Dodo, of 
course it’s a great happiness to me,’ she would 
say, ‘and the Marquis is such a very old friend 
of ours. So charming, isn’t he? Yea And they 
ate simply devoted to each other.’ The speeches 
seemed quite familiar still to her. 

Dodo regarded the sudden cl»nge in the minds 
dT the 'shocked section’ with much amusement 
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‘ It appears I'm quite proper after all,’ she thought. 
‘That’s a blessing anyhow. The colonial bishop 
will certainly ask me to share his mitre, now he 
knows I’m a good girl* 

‘Jack,’ she called out to him as he passed, 'you 
said the salon smelled like a church tiiis morn- 
ing. Well, it’s only me. I diffuse an odour of 
sanctity, I find’ 

The Princess expressed her opinions on the en- 
gagement 

‘I’m sorry that yx)u can’t marry my brother,’ 
she said ‘You would have suited him admirably, 
and it would have been only natural for you to 
stay with your brother-in-law. What shall I give 
you for a wedding present? There’s the bear- 
skin prayer-book, if you like. Waldenech is very 
cross about it He says you told him he mightn’t 
go away, so he has to stop. Are you going out 
on the picnic? Waldenech’s getting up a picnic. 
He’s ordered champagne. Do you think it will 
be amusing? They will drink the health of you 
and Lord Chesterford. If you’ll promise to reply 
in suitable terms I’ll come. Why didn’t you 
come and see me this morning ? I suppose you 
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were engaged. Of course my brother was. pro- 
posing to you after breakfast^ and then you had 
to go and talk to your young man. Come to 
the picnic, Doda You shall show me how to 
throw stones.' 

They were going to walk up to a sufficiently 
remote spot in the rising ground to the east of 
Zermatt, and find their lunch ready for them. 
The Prince had no sympathy with meat sand- 
wiches and a little sherry out of a flask, and his 
sister had expressed her antipathy to fresh eggs; 
so he had told the hotel-keeper that lunch would 
be wanted, and that there were to be no hard- 
boiled eggs and no sandwiches, and plenty of 
deck-chairs. 

The Princess firmly refused to walk as far, and 
ordered what she said *was less unlike a horse 
than the others’; and asked Dodo to wait for her, 
as she knew she wouldn’t be in time, ^e was 
one of those people who find it quite impossible 
to be punctual at whatever time she had an 
engagment She was always twenty minutes late, 
but, as Dodo remarked, 'That’s the same thing as 
being punctual when people know you* 1 
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think punctuality is a necessity,’ she added, 'more 
th|n a virtue’ 

'Flaven’t you got a proverb about making a 
virtue of necessity } ’ said the Princess vaguely. 
' That’s what I do on the rare occasions on 
which I 'am punctual All my virtues are the 
result of necessity, which is another word for 

inclinatioa’ 

‘ Yes, inclination is necessity when it’s sufficientkr 
strong,’ said Dodo; ‘consequently, even when it's 
weak, it’s still got a touch of necessity about it. 
That really is a comfortable doctrine; 1 shall 
remember that next time I want not to go to 
church.’ 

‘My husband is a very devout Roman Catholic,* 
remarked the Princess. ‘He’s got an admirable 
plan of managing such things. First of all, he 
does what fails conscience — ^he’s got a very fine 
conscienSe — ^tells him he shouldn’t It must be 
very amusing to have a conscienpe; You need 
never feel lonely. Then he goes and confesses, 
which makes it all right, and to make himself 
quite safe he gives a hundred roubles to the 
poor. He’s very rich, you know ; it doesn't 
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matter to him a bit That gets him an in- 
dulgence. I fancy he’s minus about six weeks’ 
purgatory. He’s got a balance. I expect Jie’ll 
give it me. You have to be very rich to have 
a balance He pays for his pleasures down in 
hard cash, you see; it’s much better than' running 
up a bill He is very anxious about my spiritual 
welfare sometimes.’' 

‘Does he really believe all that?’ asked Doda 
‘Dear me, yes,’ said the Princesa ‘He has a 
most childlike faith. If the priest told him there 
was an eligible building site in heaven going 
cheap, he’d buy It at once. Personally I don’t 

believe all those things. They don’t seem to 
me in the least probable.' 

‘What do you believe?’ asked Ooda . ’ 

‘ Oh, I’ve got plenty of beliefs,’ said the Princesa 
‘I believe it’s wiser being good than bad, and 
fitter being sane than mad. 1 don’t do obviously 
low things, I am sorry for the poor devils of this 
world. I’m not mean. I’m not coarse, 1 don’t care 
about taking an unfair advantage of other people. 
My taste revolts s^ainst immorality; I should as 
soon think of going about with dirty nails. If 
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I believed what the priests tell me I should be 
a ^ very good woman, according to their lights. 
As ft is, though my conduct in all matters of 
right and wrong is identical with what it would 
be, I’m one of the lost’ 

‘English people are just as irrational in their 

• 

way/ said Dodo,' ‘only they don't do such things 
in cold blood. They appeal to little morbid 
emotions, excited by Sunday evening and slqyr 
tunes in four sharps. I went to a country church 
once, on a lovely summer evening, and we all 
sang, " Hark, hark, my soul ! ” at . the tops of our 
voices, and 1 walked home with my husband, 
feeling that Vd never do anything naughty any 
more, and Maud and her husband, and he and I, 
king hymns after dinner. It was simply delicious. 
The world was going to be a different place 
ever afterwards, and I expected to die in the 
night But I didn’t you know, and next morning 
all the difference was that Fd caught a cold sitting 
in the ha}dield — we sang our hymns in a hayfield 
—and that was the end.* 

‘ No, it's no use,' said the Princess. ‘ But I envy 
those who have " the religion/- as they say 
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in our country. It makes th!neis so much 
easier.’ 

'What I couldn’t help wondering,* said Dqdo, 
'was whether I should* be any better if' I had 
kept up the feeling of that Sunday night I 
should have stopped at home singing hymns, 
I suppose, instead of going out to dinner; but 
what then ? Should I have been less objection- 
able when things went wrong? Should I have 

been any kinder to — to anybody? I dotft 
* 

believe it* 

t 

' of course you wouldn’t,’ said the Princess. 
'You go about it the wrgng way. We neither of 
us ^ help it, because we’re not made like that 
It iSrould be as sensible to cultivate eccentricity 
in order to become a genius. People who have 
“ the religion ” like singing hymns, but they didn’t 
get the religion by singing hymns. They sing 
hymns because they’ve got it What is so absurd 
.is to suppose, as my husband does, that a hundred 
roubles at stated intervals produces salvation. 
That’s his form of singing hymns, and the priests 
encourage him. I gave it up long aga If I 
thought singing hymns or encour^ng furiests 
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would do any good, I’-d sell my diamonds and 
bny a harmonium, and give the rest away. But 
I don’t think anything so absurd’ 

’ David was so sensible,* said Doda ‘ I’ve got 
a great affection for David He told his people 
to sing praises with understanding. You see 
you’ve got to understand it first I wonder if he 
would have understood, “ Hark, hark, my soul I ” I 
didn’t, but it made me feel good inside.’ ^ 

‘ Somebody said religion was morality touched 
with emotion,* said the Princesa ‘ My ^husband 
hasn’t got any morality, and his emotions are those 
excited by killing bears,. Yet the priests say he’s 
wonderfully religioua’ 

‘ Yhere’s something wrong somewhere,’ said 
Doda 

The party were waiting for them when they 
came up. The Prince led Dodo to a place next 
him, and the Princess sat next Jack. 

‘I’m so sorry,’ said Dodo; 'I’m afraid we’re 
dreadfully late.’ 

‘My sister is never in time,’ said the Prince. 
‘ She kept the Emperor waiting half an hour 
cmce: His Imperial Majesty swx^’ 
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‘Oh, you're doing the an injustice/ said she. ‘1 
was in time the other day.’ 

‘Let us do her justice/ said the Prince. ’She 
was in time, but that was because she forgot 
what the time was.’ 

‘That’s the cause of my being unpunctual, dear/ 
remarked the Princess. ‘ To-day it was also 
because the thing like a horse wouldn’t go, and 
Dodo and I talked a good deal' 

Mrs Vane was eating her chicken with great 
satisfaction. A picnic with a Prince was so much 
capital to her. 

‘ I can’t think why we don’t all go and live in 
the country always/ she said, ‘ and have little 
picnics like this every day. Such a good idea 
of your Highness. So original — such a 
charming day.’ 

The Prince remarked that picnics were not 
his invention, and that the credit for the weather 
was due elsewhere. 

‘Oh, but you said last night you were sure it 
was going to be fine,’ said Mrs Vane, floundering 
a little. ‘ Dodo, dear, didn’t you . hear the Prince 
say so?’ 



. * Here's to the health W our Zadkiel,’ said 
Dodo, ‘ may his shadow, etc. Drink to old 
Zadkiel, Jack,- the founder of the feast, who 
stands ns champi^e 111 stand 3^0 a drink 
when you come to see ns in England. Hb 
Serenity,’ she said, empt3dng her glass. 

‘What a lot of things I am,’ murmured the 
Prince. ‘Don’t forget I’m a poor devil whom 
you pity as well.* 

‘Do you find pity a satisfactory diet?’ asked 
Dodo saucily. 

She was determined not to be frightened of 
him any more. 

The Prince decided on a bold stroke. 

‘Pity is akin to love,’ he said below his breath. 

But he had found his match, for the time being, 
at any rate. 

‘Don’t 'mistake it for it’s cousin^ riien,*' laughed 
Doda 

The conversation became more general The 
Princess said the mountains were too high and 
large, ftnd she didn’t like them. Jack remarked 
that it was purely a matter of degree, and the 
Princess explained that it was exactly what she 



meant, they were sq much bigger than she was. 
Mr Spencer plunged violently into the conversa- 
tion, and said that Mount Everest was twice as 
high as the Matterhorn, and you never saw* the 
top. The Princess said ‘Oh/ and Jack asked 
how they knew how high it was, if the top, was 
never seen, and Mr Spencer explained vaguely 
that they did it with sextants. Maud said she 
thought he meant theodolites, and Dodo asked 
a bad riddle about sextons. On the whole the 
picnic went off as well as could be expected, 
and Dodo determined to have lunch out of doors 
every day for the rest of her natural life. 

After lunch Mr Spencer and Maud wandered 
away to pick flowers, presumably. Mrs Vane 
moved her chair into the shade, in such a posi- 
tion that she could command a view of the moun- 
tain, and fell asleep. Jack smoked a short 
black pipe, chiefly because the Prince offered 
him a cigar, and Dodo smoked cigarettes and 
ate cherries backwards, beginning with the stalk, 
and induced the Princess to do the same, receiving 
two seconds’ 'start ‘ It’s a form of throwing 
stones,’ Dodo explained. The ‘ most distKssin' 
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wd then he even told hd[r that she was not 
plaiying staccato enough^ or that he heard it taken 
rather quicker at Bayreuth. 

Dodo had written to Edith saying that she 
was coming to stay with her in September, and 
that Edith must be at home by the second, 
because she would probably come that day or 
the third Edith happened to mention this one 
night in the hearing of Lady Grantham, who 
had been firing off home-truths at her husband 
and son like a minute gun, in a low, scornful 
voice. This habit of hers was rather embarrass- 
ing at times. At dinner, for instance, that evening, 
when he had been airing his musical views to 
Edith as usual, she had suddenly said, — 

* You don’t know how silly you’re making 
yourself, Bob. Everyone knows that you can’t 
distinguish one note from another!’ 

Though Edith felt on fairly intimate terms with 
the family, there were occasions when she didn’t 
quite know how to behave. She attempted to 

continue her conversation with the Baronet, but 

« 

Lady Grantham would not allow it 
'Edith, 3^00 know he doesn’t know “God Save 
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the Queen” when lie hears it Youll only make 
him conceited.* 

*She*s only like this when she*s here^^Miss 
Staines/ remarked Frank, alluding to his mother 
in the third person. * She’s awfully polite when 
she’s in London; she was to you the first week 
you were here, you know, but she can’t keep it 
up. She’s had a bad education. Poor dear I * 

^Oh, you are a queer family/ said Edith some- 
times. ‘You really ought to have no faults left, 
any of you, yon are so wonderfully candid to 
each other.’ 

‘Some people think mother so charming/ con- 
tinued Frank. ‘I never yet found out what her 
particular charm is.’ 

On this occasion, when Edith mentioned that 
Dodo was coming to stay with her, Lady Gran- 
tham sounded truce at once, and left her un- 
natural offspring alone. 

‘1 wish you’d ask me to come and stay with 
you too,’ said she presently. ‘Bob and Frank 
will be going off partridge shooting all day, and 
Nora and I will be all alone, and they^ll be sleepy 
in the evening, and snore in the drawing-room.’ 
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*rd make her promise to belpolite, Miss Staines,' 
remarked Frank. 

‘I want to meet Lady Chesterford very mnch,’ 
^e continned. ' I hear she is so charming. She’s 
a friend of )murs, isn’t she, Nora? Why have 
yon never asked her to stay here? What’s the 
good of having friends if you don’t trot them out?’ 

'Oh, I’ve asked her more than once, mother,’ 
said Miss Grantham, ' but she couldn’t ever 
come.' 

‘She’s heard about ma at home,’ said Frank. 

'I’m backing you, Frank,’ remarked the Baronet, 
who was still rather sore after his recent drub- 
bing. 'Go in and win, my boy.’ 

' Bob, you shouldn’t encourage Frank to be 
rude,’ sand Lady Grantham. 'He’s bad enough 
without that’ 

'That’s what comes of hainng a mamma witii 
formgn manners. There’s no word for “Thank 
3^00” in Spanish, is there, mother? Were you 
here with Charlie Broxton, Miss Staines? She 
told him he didn't brush his hair, or his teeth, 
and she hated little men. Charlie’s five £etf 
there. He was here as my fKend.’ 



DODO. 


sss 

'Do come,’ said I Edith, «dien this skiradddng 
was over. ‘Nora will come with yoa, of course. 
We shall be only four. I don’t suppose^ there 
will be anyone else at home.* 

‘Hurrah,’ said Frank, ‘we’ll have a real good 
time, father. No nagging in the evenings. We 
won’t dress, and we’ll smoke in the drawing-room.’ 

‘ I long to see Dodo again,’ remarked Miss 
Grantham. ‘She’s one of the few people I never 
get at all tired of.’ 

‘I know her by sight,’ said Lady Grantham. 
‘She was talking very loud to Prince Waldenech 
when I saw her. It was at the Brettons’.’ 

‘Dodo can talk loud when she wants,’ remarked 
Miss Grantham. ‘Did yon see her dance that 
night, mother? I believe she was splendid.’ 

‘ She was doing nothing else,’ replied Lady 
Grantham. 

‘ Oh, but by herself,’ said Edith. ‘ She ^k a 
select party away, and tucked up her skirts and 
sent them all into raptures.’ 

‘ That’s so like Dodo,’ said Miss GranthaiA. 
‘She never does anjrthing badly. If she does it 
at all, it’s good of IPs kind.’ 
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‘I should like to know hir,' said Lady Gran* 
duun. The remark was characteristic. 

Lady Grantham returned to the subject of Dodo 

t 

in the course of the evening. 

‘Everyone says she is so supremely successful,’ 
she said to Edith. ‘What’s her method?' 

All successful people, according to Lady Gran- 
tham, had a method. They found out by ex- 
perience what rdh suited them best, and tl^ey 
played it assiduously. To do her justice, there 
was a good deal of truth in it with regard to the 
people among whom she moved. 

‘Her method is purely to be dramatic, in the 
most unmistakable way,’ said Edith, after some 
consideratioa ‘She is almost always picturesque 
To all appearance her only method is to have no 
mediod. She seems to say and do an}^ing that 
comes into her head, but all she says and does is 
rather striking. She can accommodate herself to 
nearly any circumstances. She Is never colourless; 
and she is not quite like anybody else I ever met 
%e has an immense amount of vitality, and she 
is almost always doing something. It’s hopeless 
to try and describe her ; you will see. She is 
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beautiful, unscrupulous, dramatic, warm-hearted, 
cold-blooded, and a hundred other things.’ 

‘ Oh, you don’t do her justice, Edith,’ renjarked 
Miss Grantham. ‘She’s much more than all that 
She has got genius, or something very like it I 
think Dodo gives me a better idea of the divine 
fire than anyone else.’ 

‘Then the divine fire resembles kimething not 
at all divine on occasions,’ observed Edith. ‘I 
don’t think that the divine fire talks so much 
nonsense either.’ 

Lady Grantham got up. 

‘ I expect to be disappointed,’ she said. ‘ Geniuses 
are nearly always badly dressed, or they wear 
spectacles, or they are very short However, I 
shall come. Come, Nora, it’s time to go to bed.’ 

Lady Grantham never said ‘good-night’ or 
‘good-morning’ to the members of her family. 
‘They all sleep like hogs,’ she said, ‘and they 
are very cheerful in the morning. They get on 
quite well enough without my good wishea It 
is very plebeian to be cheerful in the morning.* 

Although, as I have mentioned before. Sir Robert 
was an adept at choosing his conversation to suit 
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fais audience, there was one (subject op which he 
considered that he might talk to anyone, and in 
udiit^i the whole world must necessarily take ^n 
intelligent and e:^^ int^st The Romans used 
to worship the bones and spirits of their ancestors, 
and Sir Robert, perhaps because he was undoubtedly 
of Roman imperial blood, kept up the same custom. 
Frank used irreverently to call it ‘family prayera* 

To know how the Granthams were connected 
with the Campbells, and the Vere de Veres, and 
the Stanleys, and the Montmorencies, and fifty 
other bluest strains, seemed to Sir Robert to be 
an essential part of a liberal education. 

To try to be late for family prayers was hope- 
less. They were at no fixed hour, and were held 
as many times during the day as necessary. 
Sometimes they were cut down to a sentence or 
two, suggested by the mention of some ducal 
name; sometimes they involved a lengthy, pious 
orgie in front of the portraits. To-night Edith 
was distinctly to blame, for she deliberately asked 
the napie of the artist udio had painted the picture 
hang^g over the door into the library. 

Sir Robert, according to custcon, seemed rather 
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bored by the subject^ ‘Let’s see,' he said; ‘I’ve 
got no head fm names. I think that’s the one of 
my great'grandfather, isn’t it? A tall, handwme 
man in peer’s robes?’ 

‘Now he’s off.’ This sMo voct from Frank, 
who was reading Badminton on Cover Shooting. 

Sir Robert drew his hand over his beautiful 
moustache once or twice. 

‘ Ah, yes, how stupid of me. That’s the Reynolds, 
of course. Re3molds was quite unknown when 
he did that portrait Lord Linton, that was my 
great-grandfather — ^he was made an earl after that 
portrait was taken — saw a drawing in a little 
shop in Piccadilly, which took his fancy, and he in- 
quired the name of the artist The shopman didn’t 
know; but he said that the young man came 
very often with drawings to sell, and he gave him 
a trifle for them. Well, Lord Linton sent for him, 
and gave him a commission to do his portrait had 
it exhibited, and young Reynolds came into notice. 
The portrait came into possession of my grand- 
father, who, as you know, was a younger son; 
don’t know how, and there it is.’ 

‘ It’s a beautiful picture,’ remarked Edith. 
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‘ Ah, yoa like it ? Lord ^mdown, my first cousin 
was here last week, and he said, “Didn’t know 

you’d been raised to the Peerage yet, Bob.” He 

« 

thought it was a portrait of me. It Is said to be 
very like. You’d noticed the resemblance no 
doubt?’ 

*A tall, handsome man,’ remarked Frank to the 
fire-place. 

*1 don’t know as much as 1 ought about my 
ancestors,’ continued Sir Robert, who was doing 
himself a gross injustice ‘You ought to get 
Sandown on the subject. I found a curious old 
drawing the other day in a scrap-book belonging 
to my father. The name Grantham is printed 
in the cratre of a large folio sheet, with a circle 
round it to imitate the sun, and from it go out 
rays in all directions, with the names of the different 
families with which we have intermarried.* 

‘I haven’t got any ancestors,’ remarked Edith. 
' My grandfather was a draper in Leeds, and made 
his fortune there I should think ancestors were 
a great responsibility; you have to live op to 
them, or else they live down to you.’ 

‘I’m always saying to Frank,’ said Sir Robert, 
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*that yoa have to ju$lge a man by himself, and 
not his family. If a man is a pleasant fellow, 
it doesn’t matter whether his family came over 
with the Conqueror or not Our parson her^ for 
instance, he’s a decent sensible fellow, I’m 
alwa}^ delighted to give him a few (la}ra foot- 
ing, or see him to dinner on Sunday after his 
services. His father was a tobacconist in the 
village, yon know. There’s the shop there now.’ 

Edith rose to go. 

Sir Robert lighted her candle for her. 

*1 should like to show you the few portraits 
we’ve got,’ he said. 'There are some interesting 
names among them ; but, of course, most of 
our family things are at Langfort' 

‘My grandfather’s yard measure is 'the only 
heirloom that we’ve got,’ said Edith. 'I’ll show 
it to Lady Grantham when she comes to stay with 
me.’ 

Frank had followed them into the haU. 

‘Family prayers over yet, father?’ he asked. ‘I 
shall go and smoke. 1 hope you’ve been devout 
Miss Staines.’ 

Edith left the Granthams two days after thi% 
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'to boy 1^ of matton,’ s]|ie explainedt ‘and hire 
a charwoman. I don't suppose there's anyone 

at home. But I shall have things straight by the 

« 

time you coma' 

Sir Robert was very gracious, and promised to 
send ner a short memoir he was writing on the 
fortunes of the family. It was to be bound in white 
vellum, with their arms in gilt upon the outside. 

Edith found no one at home but a few servants 
on board w^es, who did not seem at all pleased to 
see her. She devoted her evening to what she called 
tidying, which consisted in emptying the contents 
of a quantity of drawers on to the floor of her 
room, and sitting down beside them. She turned 
them over with much energy for about half an 
hour, and then decided that she could throw 
nothing away, and told her maid to put them 
back again, and played her piano till bed-time. 

Lady Grantham and Nora followed in a few 
days, and Dodo was to come the same evening. 
Th^ were sitting out in the garden after dinner, 
when the sound of wheels was heard, and Edith 
went round to the front door to welcome her. 

Dodo had not dined, so she went, and 'noade 
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bay among the. bix>ke;[i meats,’ as she expressed 
it Travelling prodaced no kind of fatigue in 
her; and the noise, and shaking, and smnts, t^t 
prey on most of ns in railway carriages always 
seemed to leave her untouched. Dodo was par- 
ticularly glad to get to England. She had had 
rather a tiying time of it towards the end, for 
Jack and the Prince got on extremely badly 
together, and, as they both wished to be with 
Dodo, collisions were frequent She gave the 
story of her adventure to Edith with singula^ 
frankness as she ate her broken meats. 

‘You see, Jack got it into his head that the 

Prince is a cad and a brute,’ said Dodo. ‘I 

quite admit that he may be, only neither Jack 
nor I have the slightest opportunity for judging. 
Socially he is neither, and what he is morally 
doesn’t concern me. How should it? It isn’t 
my business to inquire into his moral character. 
I’m not his mother nor his mother confessor. He 
is good company. I particularly like his sister, 
whom you most come and see, Edith. She and 
the Prince are going to stay with us when we 

get back to V^ston ; and he knows how to be- 
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hav& Jack has a vague |ort of feeling that his 
morals ought to prevent him from tolerating the 
Prince, which made him try to find opportunities 
for disliking him, Bttt Jack didn’t interfere with 
me.’ 

‘No,’ said Edith; *I really don’t see why private 
individuals shouldn’t associate mth whom they 
like. One doesn’t feel bound to be friends with 
people of high moral character, so I don|t see 
why one should be bound to dislike people of 
low ditto,’ 

‘That’s exactly my view,’ said Dodo; ‘morals 
don’t come into the question at all. 1 particu- 
larly dislike some of the cardinal virtues — and 
the only reason for associating with anybody is 
that one takes pleasure in their company. Of course 
one wouldn’t go about with a murderer, however 
amusing, because his moral deficiencies might pro- 
duce unpleasant physical consequences to yourself 
But my morals are able to look after themselves. 
I’m not afnud of moral cut-throats. Morals 
dcm’t come into the social circle. You might 
as well diriike a man because he’s got a sharp 
elbow-joiot. He won't use it on your ribs, you 
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know, in the drawing-room. To get under the 
influence of' an immoral man would be different 
Well, I’ve finished. Where are the others? Give 
me a c^^ette, Edith. I sha’n’t shock your 
servants, shall I ? I’ve given up shocking 
people’ 

Dodo and Edith strolled out, and Dodo was 
introduced to Lady Grantham. 

What an age you and Edith have been,’ said 
Miss Grantham. ‘I have been d}dng to see you. 
Dodo.’ 

‘We were talking,’ said Dodo, ‘and for once 
Edith, agreed with me.’ 

‘ She never agrees with me,’ remarked Lady 
Grantham. 

‘ I wonder if I should always agree witii you 
then,’ ssdd Dodo. ‘Do things that disagree with 
the same thing agree with one another?’ 

‘What did Edith agree with you about?’ asked 
Miss Grantham. 

‘I’m not sure that I did really agree with her,' 
interpolated Edith. 

‘Oh, about morals,’ said Doda’ ‘1 said that a 
man’s morals did not matter in <»dinmy sodal 
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lii^. That they did not cc^me into the question 
at aU; 

‘No, I don't think I do agree with yon,' said 
« 

Edith. ‘All social life, is a degree of intimacy, 
and yon said yourself that you wouldn’t get 
under the influence of an immoral man — ^in other 
words, yon wouldn’t be intimate with him.’ 

‘Oh, being intimate hasn’t an}rthing to do with 
being under a man’s influence,’ said Dodo. ‘J’m 
vety intimate with lots of pedple. Jack, for 
instance, but I’m not under his influence.’ 

.‘Then yon think it doesn’t matter whether society 
is composed of people without morals ? ’ said Edith. 

‘ I think it’s a bad thing that morals should 
deteriorate in any society,’ said Dodo; ‘but I 
don’t ^nk that society should take cognisance 
of the moral code. Public opinion don’t touch 
that If a man is a brute, he won’t be any better 
for knowing that other people disapprove of him. 
If he knows that, and is worth anything at all, it 
will simply have the opposite effect on him. He 
very likely will try to hide it ; but that doesn’t make 
it any better. A whited sepulchre is no better than 
a sepulchre unwlutened. You must act by your own 
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lights. If an actioi} doesn’t seem to you wrong 
nothing in the world will ' prevent your doing it, 
if }«>ur desire is sufficiently strong. You i^not 
elevate tone by punishing offiences. There are no 
fewer criminals since the tread-mill was invented 
and Botany Bay discovered.’ 

‘You mean that there would be no increase in 
crime if the law did not punish ? ’ 

‘I mean that punishment is not the best way 
of checking crime, though that is really altogether 
a different question. You won’t check immorality 
by dealing with it as a social crime’ 

There was a short silence, broken only by the 
whispering of the wind in the fir trees. Then on 
the stillness came a light, rippling laugh. Dodo 
got out of her chair, and plucked a couple of 
roses from a bush near her. 

‘I can’t be serious any longer,’ she said; ‘not 
a single moment longer. I’m so dreadfully glad 
to be in England s^ain. Really, there is no place 
like it I hate the insolent extravagant beauty 
of Switzerland — it is like chromo lithc^aphs. 
Look at that long, flat, grey distance over there. 
There is nothing so beautiful as that abroad.’ 

as 



DODO. 


378 

Dodo fastened the roses the front of her 
dress, and laughed agda 

laugh for pure happiness,* she continued. *1 
laughed when I saw the cliff of Dover to-day, 
not because I was sea-sick — I never am sea-sick 
— ^but simply because I was coming home again. 
Jack parted from me at Dover. I am veiy 
happy about Jack. I believe in him thoroughly.' 

Dodo was getting serious again in spite of 

s 

herself. Lady Grantham was watching her curi- 
ously, and without any feeling of disappointment 
She did not wear spectacles, she was, at least» 
as tall as herself, and she dressed, if anything 
rather better. She was still weeing half- 
mourning, but half-mourning suited Dodo very 
well 

‘Decidedly it’s a pity to analyse one’s feelings,’ 
Dodo went on, ‘they do resolve themselves into 
such very small factors. I am well, I am in 
England, where you can eat your dinner without 
suspicion of frogs, or caterpillars in your cauliflower. 
I had two caterpillars in my cauliflower at Zermatt 
one night I shall sleep in a clean white bed, and 
I shall not have to use Keating. . I can talk as ridi- 
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calotisly as I like, without thinking of tiie French 
for anything. Oh, I’m entirely happy.’ 

Dodo was aware of more reasons for happiness 
than she mentioned. She was particnlarly con- 
sdons cf the relief she felt in getting away from 
the Prince. For some days past she had been 
unpleasantly aware of his presence. She conld 
not manage to think of him quite as lightly as she 
thought of anyone else. It was a continual effort 
to her to appear quite herself in his presence, 
and she was constantly rushing into extremes in 
order to seem at her ease. He was stronger, she 
felt, than she was, and she did not like it The 
immense relief which his absence brought more 
than compensated for the slight blankness that 
his absence left. In a way she felt dependent on 
him, which chafed and irritated her, for she had 
never come under such a yoke before. She 
had had several moments of sudden anger i^^ainst 
herself on her way home. She found herself 
always thinking about him when she was not 
thinking about anything else; mid tiiough she was 
quite capable of sending her thoughts off to othm* 
subjects, when they had done their wcnic tl^y 
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always fluttered back again to the same resting- 
place, and Dodo was conscious of an eflbrt, slight 
indead, but still an effort, in frightening, them off 
Her curious insistence on her own happiness had 
struck Edith. She felt it unnatural that Dodo 
should mention it, and she drew one of two con- 
clusions from it; either that Dodo had had a 
rather trying time, for some reason or another, 
or that she wished to convince herself, by cdn- 
stant repetition, of something that she was not 
quite sure about; and both of these conclusions 
were in a measure correct. 

‘ Who was out at Zermatt when you were 
there?’ inquired Miss Grantham. 

‘Oh, there was mother there, and Maud and 
her husband, and a Russian princess, Waldenech’s 
sister, and Jack, of course,’ said Dodo. 

‘Wasn’t Prince Waldenech there himself?’ she 
asked. 

‘The Prince? Oh, yes, he was there; didn’t 1 
say so ? ’ said Dodo. 

‘He’s rather amusing, isn't he?’ said Miss Gran- 
tham. ‘I don’t know him at all’ 

‘ Oh, ytsi^ said Dodo ; ' a little ponderons. 
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yon know, but very presentable, and good 
company. 

Edith looked up suddenly at Dodo. There was 

J 

an elaborate carelessness, she thought, in her voice. 
It was just a littfe overdone The night was de* 
scending fast, and she could only just see the 
lines of her face above the misty folds of her grey 
dress. But even in that half light she thought that 
her careless voice did not quite seem a true inter- 
pretation of her expression. It might have been 
only the dimness and the shadow, but she thought 
she looked anxious and rather depressed. 

Lady Grantham drew her shawl more closely 
round her shoulders, and remarked that it was 
getting cold. Edith got up and prepared to go 
in, and Miss Grantham nestled in her chair. Only 
Dodo stood quite motionless, and Edith noticed 
that her hands were tearing one of the roses to 
pieces, and scattering the petals on the grass. 

‘Are you going in. Dodo?’ she asked, ‘or would 
you rather stop out a little longer?’ 

*I think I won’t come in just yet,’ said Dodo; 
‘it’s so delightful to have a breath of cool dr, 
after bdng in a stuffy catrit^e all day. But don't 
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any of you stop out !f 3n)n’d rather go in. I shall 
just smoke one more cigarette.’ 

*ni stop with yon, Dodo,* said Miss Grantham. 

' I don’t want to go in at all Edith, if you’re going 
in, throw the windows in the drawing-room open, 
and play to ns.’ 

Lady G^ntham and Edith went towards the 
house 

‘I didn’t expect her to be a bit like that,’ said 
Lady Grantham. ‘I always heard she was k> 
lively, and talked more nonsense in half an hour 
than we can get through in a year. She’s very 
beautiful.’ 

' I think Dodo must be tired or something,’ 
said Edith. 'I never saw her like that before. 
She was horribly serious. I hope nothing has 
happened.’ 

The piano in the drawing-room was close to a 
laj^e French window opening on to the lawn. 
Edith threw it open, and stood for a moment look- 
ing out into the darkness She could just see 
Dodo and Nora sitting where they had left them, 
though th^ were no more than two pale spots 
• i^;ain^ the dark backgpronnd. She was conscious 
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of a strange feeling t^t there was an undercurrent 
at work in Dodo, which showed itself by a few 
chance bubbles and little sudden eddies on the sur- 

>v 

face which she thought required explanation. Dodo 
certainly was not quite like herself. There was no 
edge to uer vivacity ; her attempts not to be serious 
had been distinctly forced, and she was unable 
to keep it up. Edith felt a vague sense of com- 
ing disaster ; slight but certain. However, she 
drew her chair to the piano and began to play. 

Miss Grantham was conscious of the same sort 
of feeling. Since the others had gone in. Dodo 
had sat quite silent, and she had not taken her 
cigarette. 

‘You had a nice time, then, abroad?’ she re- 
marked at length. 

‘ Oh, yes,’ said Dodo, rousing herself ‘ I enjoyed 
it a good deal. The hotel was full of the hotel 
class , you know. A little trying at times, but 
not to matter. We bad a charming party there. 
Algernon is getting quite worldly. However, he 
is ridiculously fond of Maud, and she’ll keep him 
straight Do you. know the Prince?' 

‘Hardly at all,’ sadd Miss Ghrantham. 
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*What do you think of him, as far as you’ve 
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seen?’ asked Doda 

‘ I think he’s rather impressive,’ said Miss 
Grantham. *1 felt I should do as he told me.' 

‘ Ah, you think that, do you ? ’ asked Dodo, 
with the most careful carelessness. ‘ He struck 
me that way, too, a little.’ 

‘I should think he was an instance of what 
Edith meant when she said that to be intimate 
with anyone was to be under their influence.’ 

* Edith'S^^awfully wrong, I think, about the whole 
idea,’ said Dodo hastily. ‘I should hate to be 
under anyone’s influence; yet, I think, the only 
pleasure of knowing people is to be intimate I 
would sooner have one real friend than fifty 
acqumntances.’ 

‘ Did you see much of him ? ’ asked Miss 
Grantham. 

^Yes, a good deal,’ she smd, ‘a great deal, in 
fact I think Edith’s right about intimacy as 
regards him, though he’s an exceptioa In 
general, I think, she’s wrong. What’s that- she’s 
playing?’ 

‘Anyhow, its Wagner,’ said Miss Grantham. 
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‘1 know it,’ said Doda 'It’s the “Tannhauser” 
overture listen, there’s the Venus motif crossing 
the Pilgrim’s marcL Ah, that’s simpljr wicked 
The worst of it is, the Venus part is so much 
more attractive than the other. It’s horrible’ 
‘You’re dreadfully serious to-night, Dodo,’ said 
Miss Grantham. 

'I’m a little tired, I think,’ she said. ‘I was 
travelling all last night, you know. Come, let’s 
go in.’ 

Dodo went to bed soon afterwardif*^‘'?She said 
she was tired, and a little overdone. Edith looked 
at her rather closely as she said good-night 

‘You’re sure it’s nothing more?’ she asked. 
‘There’s nothing wrong with yod is there?’ 

‘I shall be all right in the morning,’ said Dodo, 
rather wearily. ‘Don’t let them call me till nine.’ 

Dodo went upstairs and found that her maid 
had unpacked for her. A heap of books was 
lying on the table, and from among these she 
drew out a large envelope with a photc^ph 
inside. It was signed ‘WaldenecL’ 

Dodo looked at it a moment, then placed it 
back in its envelope, and went to the window. 
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She felt the necessity of air. The room seemed 

I 

close and hot, and she threw it wide opea 

She stood there for ten minutes or more quite 

« 

still, looking out into the night Then ' she went 
back to the table and took up the envelope again. 
With a sudden passionate gesture she tore it in 
half, then across again, and threw the pieces into 
the grate. 



CHAPTER XIX, 

T^ODO slept long and dreamlessly that night; 

the deep, dreamless sleep which an evenly- 
balanced fatigue of body and mind so often pro- 
duces, though we get into bed feeling that our 
brmn is too deep in some tangle of unsolved 
thought to be able to extricate itself, and fall 
into the dim immensity of sleep. The waking 
from such a sleep is not so pleasant The first 
moment of conscious thought sometimes throws 
the whole burden s^ain on to our brain with a 
sudden start of pain that is almost physical 
There is no transitioa We were asleep and we 
are awake, and we find that sleep has brought us 
only a doubtful gift, for with our renewed strength 
of body has come the capability of keener suffer- 
ing. When we are tired, mental distress is only 

a dull ache, but in the hard, convincing morning 

387 
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it strikes a deadlier and deeper pain. Bnt some, 
times Nature is more meraful. Site opens the 
slnices of our brain quietly, and, though the water 
stilf rushes in turbidly and roughly, yet the fact 
that our brain fills by d^rees makes us more 
able to bear the full weight, than when it comes 
suddenly with a wrenching and, perhaps, a rend- 
ing of our mental machinery. 

It was in this way that Dodo woke. The 
trouble of the day came to her gradually duHng 
the moments of waking. She dreamed she was 
waiting for Jack in the garden where she had 
been sitting the night before. It was perfectly 
dark, and she could not see him coming, bnt she 
heard a step along the gravel path, and started 
up with a vague alarm, for it did not sound like 
his. Then a greyness, as of dawn, b^[an to 
steal over the night, and she saw the outline of 
the trees agmnst the sky, and the outline of a 
man’s figure near her, and it was a figure she 
knew well, but it was not Jack. On this dream 
the sense of waking was pure relief ; it was 
broad day, and her maid was standing by her 
and sa3dng that it was a quarter past nine. 
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Dodo lay still a few moments longer, feeling 
a vague jo}f that her dream was not tme, that 
the helplessness of that grey moment, when, she 
saw that it was not Jack, was passed, that she 
was awake again, and unfettered, save by thoughts 
which could be consciously checked and stifled. 
It was with a vast sense of satisfaction that she 
remembered her last act on the evening before, 
of which the scattered fragments in the grate 
afforded ocular proof. She felt as if she had 
broken a visible, tangible fetter — one strand, at 
any rate, of the cord that bound her was lying 
broken before her eyes. If she had been quite 
securely tied she could not have done that 

The sense of successful effort, with a visible 
result, gave her a sudden feeling of power to do 
more ; the absence of bodily fatigue, and the 
presence of superfluous physical health, all seemed 
part of a different order of things to that of the 
. night before. She got up and dressed quickly, 
feeling more like her old self than she had done 
for several days. The destruction of his photo- 
graph was really a great achievement She had 
no idea how far things had gone till she felt 
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the full effect of conscions^ effort and its result 
She could see now exactly where sKe had stood 
on the evening before, very unpleasantly close to 
the edge of a nasty place, slippery and steep. 
Anyhow, she was one step nearer that pleasant, 
green-looking spot at the top of the slope — a 
quiet, pretty place, not particularly extensive, 
but very pleasing, and very safe. 

The three others were half-way through br^k- 
fast when Dodo came down. Lady Grantham 
was feeling a little bored. Dodo flung open the 
door and came marching in, whistling ‘See the 
Conquering Hero comes.’ 

‘That’s by Handel, you know, Edith,’ she said. 
‘Handel is very healthy, and he never bothers 
yfna with abstruse questions in the scandalous 
way that Wagner does. I’m going to have a 
barrel-oi^n made with twelve tunes by Handel, 
3ron only have to turn the handle and out he 
comes. I didn’t mean that for a pun. Your 
blood be on your own head if you notice it I 
shall have my barrel-organ put on the box of my 
victoria, and the footman shall play tones all the 
time I’m driving, and I shall hold out my hat 
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and ask for pennies.^ Some of Jack’s tenants in 
Ireland havtf refused to pay their rents this year, 
and he says we’ll have to cat off coffee ^er 
dinner if it goes on. But we shall be able to 
have coffee after all with the pennies I collect 
I talked so much sense last night that I don’t 
mean to make another coherent remark this week.’ 

Dodo went to the sideboard and cut a . large 
slice of ham, which she carried back to her place 
on the end of her fork. 

*I’m going to go a ride this morning, Edith, 
if you’ve got a horse for me,’ she said. ' I haven’t 
ridden for weeks. I suppose you can give me 
something with four legs. Oh, I want to take 
a big fence again.’ 

Dodo waved her fork triumphantly, and the 
slice of ham flew into the milk-jug. She became 
suddenly serious, and fished for it with the empty 
fork. 

'The deep waters have drowned it,’ she re- 
marked, ‘and it will be totally uneatable for ever- 
more. Make it into ham-sandwiches and send it 
to the workhouse, Edith. Janibon au lait. I'm 
sure it would be very supporting.’ 
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* It’s unlucky to spill things, isn’t it ? ’ Dodo went 

f 

on. ‘I sui^ose it means I shall die, and shall 
go, ^we hope, to heaven, at the age of twenty- 
seven. Tm twenty-nine really. I don’t look it, 
do I, Lady Grantham ? How old are you, Edith ? 
You’re twenty-nine too, aren’t you? We’re two 
twin dewdrops, you and I ; you can be the dew- 
drops, and I’ll be the twin. I suppose if two 
babies are twins, each of them is a twin. Twin 
sounds like a sort of calico. Two yards of twin, 
please, miss. There was a horrid fat man in the 
carriage across France, who called me miss. Jack 
behaved abominably. He called me miss, too, and 
wore the broadest grin on his silly face all the 
time. He really is a perfect baby, and I’m 
another, and how we shall keep house together 
I can’t think. It’ll be like a sort of game.’ 

Dodo was eating her breakfast with an immense 
appetite and alarming rapidity, and she had finished 
as soon as the others. 

I want to smoke this instant minute,’ she said, 
going to the door as soon as she had eaten all 
she wanted. * Where do you keep your cigarettes, 
Edith ? Oh, how you startled met’ 
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As she opened the door two large collies came 
bouncing in,,panting f$om sheer excitement 

‘Oh, yon sweet animals,' said Dodo, sitting down 
on the floor and goiig ofT at another tangent 
‘Come here and talk at once. Edith, may I give 
them the milky ham? Here yon are; drink the 
milk first, and then eat the ham, and then say 
grace, and then you may get down.’ 

Dodo poured the milk into two clean* saucers, 
and set them on the floor. There were a few 
drops left at the bottom of the jug, and she 
made a neat little pool on the head of each of 
the dogs. 

‘What are their names?' she asked. ‘They ought 
to be Tweediedun and Tweedledee, or Huz and 
Buz, or Ananias and Sapphlra, or Darby and Joan, 
or Harris and Ainsworth. It ought to be Harris 
and Ainsworth. I’m sore, no one man could have 
written all that rot himself Uttle Spencer is very 
fond of Harrison Ainsworth; he said it was in- 
structive as well as palatable. I don't want to 
be instructed, and it isn’t palatable. I hate hav- 
ing little bits of information wrapped up and 
given to me to swallow, like a powder in jam. 

3C 
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Did you have to take powders when you were 
little, X^dy Grantham?* * , 

Dodo’s questions were purely rhetorical ; they 
required no answer, and she did not expect one. 

'It's much nicer being completely ignorant and 
foolish like me,’ she said. ‘Nobody ever expects 
me to know anything, or to be instructive on 
any subject under the sun. Jack and I are going 
to be a' simple little couple, who are very nice, 
and not at all wise. Nobody dislikes one if one 
never pretends to be wise. But I like people to have 
a large number of theories on every subject Every- 
one is bound to form conclusions, but what I 
dislike are people who have got good grounds for 
their conclusions, who knock you slap down with 
statistics, if you try to argue with them. It’s 
impossible to argue with anyone who has reasons 
for what he says, because you get to know sooner 
or later, and then the argument is over. Argu- 
ments ought to be like Epic poems, they leave 
off, they don’t come to an end.’ 

Dodo delivered herself of those snrpri^g state- 
ments with great rapidity, and left the room to igfX 
her cigarettes. She left the door wide open, and in 
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a minute or two her voice was heard from the 
drawing-roop, screaming to Edith. 

‘Edith, here’s the “Dodo Symphony come and 
play it to me this moment’ 

‘ There’s not much wrong with her this morning,’ 
thought Edith, as she went to the drawing-room, 
where Dodo was playing snatches of dance music. 

‘ Play the scherzo, Edith,’ commanded Doda 
‘Here yon are. Now, quicker, quicker,’ rattle it 
out; make it buzz.’ 

*Oh, I remember you’re playing that so well,’ 
said Dodo as Edith finished. ‘It was that morn- 
ing at Winston when you insisted on going 
shooting. You shot rather well, too, if I remember 
right’ 

Lady Grantham had followed Edith, and sat 
down, with her atmosphere of impenetrable leisure, 
near the piana Dodo made her feel uncomfort- 
ably old. She felt Dodo’s extravagantly high 
spirits were a sort of milestone to show bow far 
she herself had travelled from youth. It was 
impossible to conceive of Dodo as eveif’ getting 
middle-aged or elderly. She racked her brains in 
vain to try to think of any woman of her own 
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age who could possibly ever have beeu as in* 
solendy young as Dodo. S^e had die habit, as I 
have mentioned before, of making strangely direct 

a 

remarks, and die turned do Dodo and said, — 

*I should so like to see you ten years hence; I 
wonder if people like yon ever grow old.’ 

'I shall never grow old,’ declared Dodo con* 
fidendy. 'Something, I feel sure, will happen to 
prevent diat. I shall stop young till I go out like 
a candle, or am carried off in a wlurlwind or some- 
thing. I couldn’t be old; it isn’t in me. I shall 
go on talking nonsense till the end of my life, 
and 1 can’t talk nonsense if I have to sit by the 
fire and keep a shawl over my mouth, which I 
shall have to do if I get old Wherefore I never 
shall. It’s a great relief to be certain of that I 
used to bother my head about it at one time; 
and it suddenly flashed upon me, about ten days 
ago, that I needn’t bother about it any more^ as 
I never should be old.’ 

'Would )mn dislike having to be serious very 
mu<di?’ asked Edith. 

'It isn’t that I shotild dislike it,’ said Dodo; *I 
nmply am incapable at it I was serious last 
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for at least ao hour, and a feverish reaction 
has set in. *I conidn’t be serious for a week to> 
gether, if I was going to be beheaded the pext 
moment, all the time. I daresay it would be very 
nice to be serious, just as I’m sure it would be 
very nice to live at the bottom of the sea and 
poll the fishes’ tails, but it isn’t possible.’ 

Dodo had quite foigotten that riie had intended 
to go for a ride, and she went into the garden 
with Nora, and pla3red ducks and drakes on the 
pond, and punted herself about, and gathered 
water-lilies. Then she was seized with an irresisti- 
ble desire to fish, and caught a laige pike, which 
refused to be killed, and Dodo had to fetch the 
gardener to . slay it She then talked an astonish- 
ing amount of perfect nonsense, and thought that 
it must be lunch-time. Accordingly, she went back 
to the house, and was found by Edith, a quarter 
of an hour later, playing hide-and-seek with the 
coachman’s children, whom she had lured in fitun 
the stable-yard as she went by. The rules were 
that the searchers were to catch the hiders, and 
Dodo had entrenched herself behind the piano, and 
erected ao impr^H^ble barricade, consisting of a 
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tevoMng bookcase and the mosic-stool. The 
two seekers entirely declined to consider that she 
had, won, and Dodo, witb a show of treason, was 
teUing them that tiiey hadn’t canght her yet at 
anyrate The situation seemed to admit of no 
compromise and no solntion, unless, as Dodo sug- 
gested, they got a pound or two of blasting 
powder and destroyed her defences. However, 
a deus ex macMna appeared in the person of the 
coachman himself, who had come in for orders, 
and hinted darkly that maternal vengeance was 
brewing if certain persons did not wash their 
hands in time for dinner, which was imminent 

‘There’s a tel^ram for you somewhere,’ said 
Edith to Dodo, as she emerged hot and victorious. 
‘I sent a man out into the garden with it The 
messenger is waiting for an answer.’ 

Dodo became suddenly grave; 

‘ I suppose he’s gone to the pond,’ she siud ; 
‘that’s where I was seen last. I’ll go and get it’ 

She met the man walking back to the house, 
having looked for her in vain. She took the tele- 
gram and opened it It had been forwarded from 
her London house. It was very short 



DODO. 


S99 


* I arrive in London to-day. May I call ? 

• ‘ Waldenech.’ 

Dodo experienced, in epitome at that moment, 

all she had gone through the night before. She 

went to a garden-seat, and remained there in 

silence so long that the footman asked her: 'Will 

there be an answer^ my lady? The messenger is 

« 

waiting.’ 

Dodo held out her hand for the telegraph form. 
She addressed it to the caretaker at her Londra 
house. It also was very short: 

‘Address uncertain; I leave here to-day. For- 
ward nothing.’ 

She handed it to the man, and gave orders that 
it should go at once. 

Dodo did not move. She sat still with her hmids 
clasped in front of her, unconscious of active 
thought, only knowing that a stream of pictures 
seemed to pass before her eyes. She saw the 
Prince standing on her doorstep, learning with 
surprise that Lady Chesterford was not at home. 
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and that her address was not known. She saw 
him turn away, baffled bnt'not beaten; she saw 
him remaining in London day after day, waiting 

t 

for the house in Eaton Sqnare to show some signs 
of lif& She saw— ah, she dismissed that picture 
quickly. 

She had one sudden impulse to call back the 
footman ‘ and ask for another telegraph form ; but 
she felt 'if she could only keep a firm hand on 
hmelf for a few moments, the worst would *66 
passed ; and it was with a sense of overwhelming 
relief that she saw the telegraph boy walk off down 
the drive with the reply in his hand. 

Then it suddenly struck her that the Prince was 
waiting for the answer at Dover Statioa 

'How savage he will be,’ thought Dodo. 'There 
will be murder at the telegraph office if he waits 
for his answer there. Well, somebody must suffer, 
and it will be the telegraph boys.' 

The idea of the Prince waiting at Dover was 
distinctly amusing, and Dodo found a broad 
smile to bestow on the thought before she con- 
tinued examining the state of her feuHng. and 
potitkm. The Prince’s influence over her she 
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felti was local and personal, so to speak, and 
now she had made Tier decision, she was surprised 
at the ease with which it had been made. Had 
he been there in person, with his conrtly presence 
imd his serene remoteness from anything ordinary, 
and t.ad said, in that smooth, well* modulated 
Ttdce, 'May 1 hope to find yon in to-morrow?' 
Dodo felt that she wonld have said 'Come.' Her 
pride was in frantic rebellion at these admissions ; 
even the tel^^m she had sent was a confession 
of weakness. She would not see him, becanse 
she was afraid. Was there any other reason? she 
asked herself. Yes; she could not see him be- 
canse she longed to see him. 

'Has it come to that?’ she thought, as she 
crampled up the tel^ram which had fluttered 
down from her lap on to the grass. Dodo felt 
she was quite unnecessarily honest with herself 
in making this admission. But what followed? 
Nothing followed. She was going to many Jack, 
and be remarkably happy, and Prince Waldenech 
should come and stay with them becanse she 
liked him very much, and she would be delight* 
fhlly kind to him, and Jack should like hhn toa 
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Dear old Jack, she would write him a line thb 

* 

minute, saying when she would l9e back in 
Londoa 

Dodo felt a sudden spasm of anger s^^st tiie 
Prince What right had he to behave like this? 
He was making it very hard for her, and he 
would get nothing by it Her decision was 
irrevocable ; she would not see him again, for 
some time, at any rate She would get over this 
ridiculous fear of him. What was he that other 
men were not? What was the position, after 
all? He had wanted to marry her; she had 
refused him because she was engaged to Jack. 
If there had been no Jack — ^well, there was a 
Jack, so it was unnecessary to pursue that any 
further. He had given her his photograph, and 
had said several things that he should not have 
said. Dodo thought of that scene with r^ret 
She had had an opportunity which she had 
missed; she might easily have made it plain to 
him that his murmured speeches went beyond 
mere courtesy. Instead of that she had said she 
would always regard him as a great friend, and 
hoped he would see her often. She tapped die 
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groQnd impatiently as she thought of missed 
opportunitieSL It was stupid, inconceivably stupid 
of her. Then he had followed her to England, 
and sent this telegram. She did not feel safe. 
She longed, and dreaded to see him again. It 
was too absurd that she should have to play 
this gigantic game of hide-and-seek. ' 1 shall 
have to put on a blue veil and green gt^les 
when I go back to London,’ thought Doda 
‘Well, the seekers have to catch the hiders, and 
he hasn’t caught me yet.* 

Meanwhile the Prince was smoking a cigar at 
Dover Statioa The telegram had not come, 
though he had waited an hour, and he had 
settled to give it another half-hour and then 
go on to Londoa He was not at all angry ; 

it was as good as a game of chess. The Prince 

was very fond of chess. He enjoyed exercising 

a calculating long-sightedness, and he felt that 
the Marchioness of Chesterford elect was a pro- 
blem that enabled him to exercise this faculty, 
of which he had plenty, to the full. 

He had a sublime sense of certainty as to what 
he was going to da He fully intended to 
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muny Dodo, and he admitted no obstacles. She 
was eng{^;ed to Jack, was 'Ishe ? Sa much the 
worse for Jack. She wished to many Jack, 
did ^e? So much the worse for her, and none 
the worse, possibly the better, for him. As it 
was quite certain that he himself was going to 
many Dodo, these little hitches were entertain- 
ing than otherwise. It is more fun to catch your 
salmon after a quarter of an hour’s rather ex> 
citing fight with him, than to net him. Hhll 
the joy of a possession lies in the act of acquisition, 
and the pleasure of acquisition consists, at least, 
in half of the excitement attendant on it To 
say that the Prince ever regarded anyone’s feel- 
ings would be understating the truth. The fact 
that his will worked its way in opposition to, 
and at the expense of others, afforded him a 
distinct and appreciable pleasure. If he wanted 
anythii^ he went straight for it, and regarded 
neither man, nor devil, nor angel ; and he wanted 
Doda 

His mind, then, was thoroughly made up. She 
seemed to him immensely or^nal and very com* 
plete. He read her, he thot^ht, like a bode. 
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and the book was veiy interesting reading. His 
sending of Jtbe teleghun with ' Reply paid,’ was 
a positive stroke of genius. Dodo had told him 
tiiat she was going straight to London, but, as 
we have seen, she did not stop the night there, 
bat went straight on to Edith’s home in Berkshire. 
There were two courses open to her ; either to 
reply *Yes’ or ‘No* to the tel^ram, or to leave 
it unanswered. If she left it * unanswered^ it would 
delight him above measure, and it seemed that 
his wishes were to be realised. Not answering 
the tel^[ram would imply that she did not think 
good to see him, and he judged that this decision 
was probably prompted by something deeper than 
mere indifference to his company. It most be 
dictated by a strong motive. His calculations 
were a little at fault, because Dodo had not 
stopped in London, but this made no difference, 
as events had turned out, to the correctness of 
his deductiona 

He very much wished Dodo to be influenced 
strong motives in her dealings with him. He 
would not have accepted, even as a gift, die 
real, quiet liking she had for Jack. Real, quiet 
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likiogs seeoaed to him to be as dall as totai in* 
difference. He would not Have objected to her 
r^farding him with violent loathing, that would 
be something to correct;- and his experience in 
such affairs was that strong sympathies and anti- 
pathies were more akin to each other than quiet 
affection or an apathetic indifference were to 
either. He walked up and down the platform 
with the ‘smile of a man who is waiting for an 
interesting situation in a theatrical representation 
to develop itself. He had no wish to hurry it 
The by-play seemed to him to be very suitable, 
and he bought a morning paper. He glanced 
through the leaders, and turned to the small 
society paragraphs. The first that struck his eye 
was this: ‘The Marchioness of Chesterford arrived 
in London yesterday afternoon from the Continent’ 

He felt it was the most orthodox way of bring- 
ing the scene to its climax. Enter a newsboy, 
who hands paper to Prince, and exit Prince 
unfolds paper and reads the news of*-well, tA 
what he is expecting. 

He snipped the paragraph neatly out from die 
psqper, and put it in his card-case. His valet was 
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standing by the telegraph office,- widting for the 
message, l^e Princes beckoned to him, 

' There will be no telegram,’ he said. ‘ We 
leave by the next train.' * 

The Prince had a carriage reserved for him, 
and Le stepped in with a sense of great satis- 
faction. He even went so far as to touch his 
hat in response to the obeisances of the obsequious 
guard, and told his valet to see that*the man 
got something. He soon determined on his next 
move — a decided ‘check,’ and rather an awkward 
one ; and for the rest . of his journey he amused 
himself by looking out of the window, and ad- 
miring the efficient English farming. All the 
arrangements seemed to him to be very solid 
and adequate. The hedges were charming. Hie 
cart horses were models of sturdy strength, and 
the hop harvest promised to be very fine. He was 
surprised when they drew near London. The 
journey had been shorter than he expected. 

He gave a few directions to his valet about 
luggage, and drove off to Eaton Square; 

The door was opened by an impenetrable care- 
takor. 
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‘Ir Ladjr Chesterfoid in?’ asked the Fcince. 

‘Her ladyship is not in •London, replied 
the man. 

T]£e Prince smiled. Dodo was evidentiy acting 
np to her refusal to answer his telegram. 

'Ah, just so,’ he remarked. 'Please take this 
to her, and say I am waiting.’ 

He drew from his pocket a card, and the catting 
from ^Morning Post. 

' Her ladyship is not in London,’ the man 
repeated. 

‘Perhaps you would let me have her address,* 
said the Prince, feeling in his pockets. 

'A telegram has come to-day, saying that her 
ladyship’s address is uncertain,’ replied the care- 
taker. 

‘Would 3rou be so good as to let me see the 
telegram?’ 

Certainly, be would fetch it 

The Prince wuted serenely. Everjrthing was 
going admirably. 

The telegram was fetched. It had been handed 
in at Wokingham station at a quarter to one. 
‘After she had received my telegram,’ reflected 
the Prince. 
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' *Do 3 roa know with whom dte has been stay* 
ing?* he asked blandly. 

‘With Miss Stidnes.’ 

The Prince was vety ranch obliged. He left 
a latge gratuity in the man’s hand, and wished 
him good aftemooa 

He drove straight to his house, and sent for his 
valet, whom he could tmst implicitly, and who had 
often been employed in somewhat delicate affairs. 

‘Take the first train for Wokingham to*morrow 
morning,’ he said. ‘ Find out where a Miss Sbunes 
lives. Inquire whether Lady Chesterford left the 
house to-day.' 

‘Yes, your Highness.’ 

‘And hold your tongue about the whole buri- 
ness,’ said the Prince negligently, turning away 
and lighting a cigar. ‘And send me a telegram 
from Wokingham ; “Left yesterday,” or “Still here,”’ 

The Prince was sitting over a late breakfast 
on the following morning, when a telegram was 
brought in. He read it, and his eyes twinkled 
with genuine amusement 

'I think,’ he said to himself, ‘1 think thap^^ 
rather n^t' 

31 > 



CHAPTER XX. 

TF Do<3o had felt some excusable pride In hav* 
ing torii up the Prince's photograph, her re- 
fusal to let him know where she was gave her 
a still more vivid sense of something approaching 
heroism. She did not blame anyone bnt herself 
for the position into which she had drifted during 
those weeks in Switzerland. She was quite con- 
scious that she might have stopped any intimacy 
of this sort arising, and consequently the establish- 
ment of this power over her. But she felt she was 
regaining her lost positioa Each sensible refusal 
to admit his influence over her was the sensible 
tearing asunder of the fibres which enveloped hen 
It was hard work, she admitted, but she was 
quite surprised to find bow comfortable she was 
becoming. Jack really made a very satisfactdty 
background to her thoughts. She was fi^ 
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of hiin, and die looked forward to their marriage 
with an eager expec^cy, which was partly, how- 
ever, the result of another fear. , 

She was sitting in the drawing-room next day 
with Miss Grantham, talking about nothing par- 
ticular very rapidly. 

‘Of course, one must be good to b^n with,’ she 
was saying; ‘one takes that for granted. The 
idea of beii^ wicked never comes into my reckon- 
ing at alL I should do lots of things if I didn’t 
care what I did, that I shouldn’t think of doing 
at all now. I’ve got an admirable conscience. 
It is quite good, without being at all prig^sh. 
It isn’t exactly what yon might call in holy 
orders, but it is an ecclesiastical layman, and 
has great sympathy with the church. A sort 
of lay-reader, you know.’ 

‘I haven’t got any conscience at all,’ said Miss 
Grantham. ‘I believe I am fastidious in a way, 
though, which prevents me doing conspicuously 
beastly things.’ 

‘Oh, get a conscience, Grantie,’ sud Dodo fer- 
vently, 'it is such a convenience. It’s like hainng 
someone to make up your mind for yoa I like 
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maktag ap other people’s minds, bat I cannot 
make up my own; however, my conscience does 
that^for me. It isn’t me a bit. I jast give it 
a handful of questions which I want an answer 
upon, and it g^ves me them back, neatly docketed, 
willi “ Yes” or “No” upon them.’ 

‘That’s no use,* said Miss Grantham. *I know 
the obvious “Yeses” and “Noes” myself. What 
I don’t know are the host of things that don’t 
matter much in themselves, which you can’t put 
down either right or wrong.’ 

‘Oh, I do all those,’ said Dodo serenely, ‘if 
I want to, and if I don’t, I have an excellent 
reason for not doing them, because I am not 
sure whether they are right When I set up my 
general advice office, which I shall do before I 
die, I shall make a special point of that for other 
people. I shall give decided answers in most 
cases, but I shall reserve a class of things in- 
different, which are simply to be settled by 
inclination.’ 

What do you call indifferent things?’ asked 
Miss Grantham, pursuing the Socratic method. 

‘Oh, whether yon are to play lawn tennis on 
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Snnday afternoon/ said Dodo, ‘or wear mourning 
for seconds cousins, ^or sing alto in church for 
the sake of the choir ; all that sort of thing/ 

‘Your conscience evidently hasn’t taken orders/ 
remarked Miss Grantham. 

‘That’s got nothing to do with my conscience,' 
said Dodo. ‘My conscience doesn’t touch those 
things at all It only concerns itself with right 
and wrong.’ ’ 

‘You’re very moral this morning/ said Miss 
Grantham. ’Edith,’ she went on, as Miss Staines 
entered in a howling wilderness of dogs, ‘Dodo 
has discovered a conscience.’ 

‘Whose?’ asked Edith. 

‘Why, my own, of course/ said Dodo; ‘but it’s 
no discovery. I always knew I had one.’ 

‘ There’s someone waiting to see yon/ said 
Edith. ‘I brought his card ia’ 

She handed Dodo a card. 

‘Prince Waldenech/ she said quietly to henelf 
‘Let him come in here, Edith. Yon needn’t go 
away.' 

Dodo got up and stood by the mantelpiece, 
and displayed an elaborate attention to one ci 
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Edith’s dogs. She was angry with herself for 
needing this minute of pre{>aration, Ijnt she cov 
tainly used it to the best advantage; and when 
the Iprince entered she greeted him with an en- 
tirely natural smile of welcome. 

‘Ah, this is charming,’ she said, advancing to 
him. ‘ How clever of you to find out my 
address.’ 

‘I am Sta 3 dng at a house down here,’ said the 
Prince, lying with conscious satisfaction as 'lie 
could not be contradicted, ‘and I could not resist 
the pleasure.’ 

Dodo introduced him to Edith and Miss Gran- 
tham, and sat down again.. 

‘I sent no address, as I really did not know 
where I might be going,’ she said, following the 
Prince’s lead. ‘That 1 was not in London was 
all my messs^ meant I did not know yon 
would be down here.’ 

'Lord Chesterford is in England?’ asked tiie 
Prince. 

‘Oh, yes. Jack came with me as far as Dover, 
and then he left me for the superior attractions 
of partridge-shooting. Wasn’t it mde of him?’ 
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*He deserves not to be forgiven, ' said the 
Prince. • * 

*I think I shall send you to call him out for 
iosnltlng me,' said Dodo lightly; ‘and you can 
kill each other comfortably addle I look oa 
Dear old Jack.’ 

‘I should feel great pleasure in fighting Lord 
Chesterford if you told me to,’ said the Prince 
‘or if you told him to, I’m sure, he {rould feel 
equal pleasure in killing me.’ 

Dodo laughed. 

‘Duelling has quite gone out,’ she sud. *I 

sha’n’t require you ever to do an}dhing of that kind.' 

‘I am at your service,’ he said. 

‘I wish you’d open that window then,’ said 
Dodo; ‘it is dreadfully stufiy. Edith, you really 
have too many flowers in the room.’ 

‘Why do yon say that duelling has gone out?’ 
he asked. ‘Yon might as well say that devotion 
has gone out.’ 

‘No one fights duels now,’ smd Dodo; ‘exc^ 
in France, , and no one, even there, is ever hurt, 
unless they catch cold in the morning air like 
Mark Twtun.’ 
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*C«itainly no one goes ont with a pistol-cas^ 

and a second, and a doctor/ sud the Prince; 

*that was an absurd way of duelling. It is no 
«■ 

satisfaction to know that yon are a better shot 
than your antagonist* 

* Still less to know that he is a better shot than 
you/ remarked Miss Chantham. 

‘Charming/ said the Prince; ‘that is worthy;* of 
Lady Chesterford. And higher praise—* 

‘Go on about duelling/ said Dodo, unceremoni- 
ously. 

‘The old system was no satisfaction, because 
the quarrel was not about who was the better 
shot Duelling is now strictly decided by merit 
Two men quarrel about a woman. They both 
make love to her; in other words they both try 
to cut each other’s throats, and one succeeds. It 
is far more sensible. Pistols are stupid bull- 
headed weapons. Words are much finer. They 
are requisite sharp daggers. There is no unneces- 
sary noise nor smoke, and they are quite orderly.* 

‘Are those the weapons you would fight L(»d 
Chesterford with, if Dodo told you to?* asked Edith, 
who was growing uneasy. 
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The Prince, as Dodo once said, never made a 
fool of himself. It w&s a position in which it was 
extremely easy for a stnpid man to say something 
very awkward. Lady Grantham, with all her talent 
for asking inconvenient questions, could not have 
fonmed a more unpleasant one. He looked across 
at Dodo a moment, and ssud, without a perceptible 
pai^e,— 

‘If I ever was the challenger of Lady Chester- 
ford’s husband, the receiver of the challenge has 
the right to choose the weapons.' 

The words startled Dodo somehow. She looked 
up and met his eye. 

‘Your system is no better than the old one,' 
she said. ‘Words become the weapons instead of 
pistols, and the mao who is most skilful with 
words has the same advantage as the good shot 
You are not quarrelling about words, but about a 
woman.’ 

‘But words are the expression of what a man 
i^' said the Prince. 'You are pitting merit 
s^nst merit’ 

Dodo rose and b^^ to laugh. 

‘Don't quarrel with Jack, then,’ she said. 'He 
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would tell the footman to show jrou the door. 
You would have to fight the'footman. * Jack would 
not speak to yoa* 

Dodo felt strongly the.' necessity of puttii^ an 
end to this conversation, which was effectually 
done by this somewhat uncourteons speech. The 
fencing had become rather too serious to please 
her, and she did not wish to be serious. But she 
felt oppressively conscious of this man’s person* 
ality, and saw that he was stronger than she was 
herself. She decided to retreat, and made a 
desperate effort to be entirely flippant 

' I hope the Princess has profited by the advice 
1 gave her,’ she said. ‘I told her how to be 
happy though married, and how not to be bored 
though a Russian. But she’s a very bad case.' 

‘She said to me dreamily as I left,’ said the 
Prince, “‘You’ll hear of my death on the 
Matterhora Tell Lady Chesterford it was her 
fault"’ 

Dodo laughed. 

‘Poor dear thing,’ she smd, ‘I really am sorry 
for her. It’s a great pity she didn’t marry a day 
jahnurer, and have to cook the dinner and slap 
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the chOdrea It would have been the making of 
her. 

‘It would have been a different sort of making,’ 
remarked the Prince. 

‘I believe yon can even get blasi of being 
bored,’ said Miss Grantham, ‘and then, of conrs^ 
yon don’t get bored any longer, because you are 
bored with it’ 

This remarkable statement was instantly contra- 
dicted by Edith. 

‘Being bored is a bottomless pit,’ she remarked 
Yon never get to the end, and the deeper yon 
go the longer it takes to get out I was never 
bored in my life, I like listening to what the 
dullest people say.’ 

‘Oh, but it’s when they don’t say anything that 
they’re so trying,’ said Miss Gh'antham. 

‘I don’t mind that a bit’ remarked Doda ‘I 
simply think aloud to them. The less a person 
says the more 1 talk, and then suddenly I see 
that they’re shocked at me, or that they don’t 
understand The Prince is often shocked at me, 
oaly he’s too polite to say sa 1 don’t mean that 
ymi’re a dull person, yon know, but he always 
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understanda You know he’s quite intelligent,’ 
Dodo went on, introducing *him unth^'a wave of 
her hand, like a showman with a performing animal 
‘He knows several langhagea He udll talk on 
almost any subject yon wish. He was thirty-five 
years of last May, and will be thirty-six next 
May.’ 

‘He has an admirable temper,’ said the Prince, 

' and is dhvoted to his keeper.’ 

‘ Oh, I’m not your keeper,’ said Doda ‘ I 
wouldn’t accept fhe responsibility. I’m only read- 
ing extracts from the advertisement about yoa’ 

‘I was only reading extracts as well,’ observed 
the Prince. ‘ Surely the intelligent animal, who 
knows several languages, may read its own adver- 
tisement?’ 

‘I’m not so sure about your temper,’ said Dodo, 
reflectively. ‘ I shall alter it to “ is believed to have 
an admirable temper.”’ 

‘Never shows fight,’ said the Prince. 

‘But is willing to fight if told to,’ said she. 
*He said so himself’ 

*'Oh, but I only bark when I bite,’ said the 
Prince, alluding to his modern system of duelling 
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'Then 3 ronr bite is as bad as yoar bark,* le- 
marked Dodo, ‘whicir is a sign of bad temper. 
And now, my dear Prince, if we talk any more 
about jron, yon will get intolerably conceited,* and 
that won’t do at all. I can’t bear conceited men. 
They alwa)^ seem to me to be like people on 
stilts. They are probably not taller than oneself 
really, and the}^re all out of proportion, all 1^;^ 
mid no body or head. I don’t want anyone to 
bring themselves down to my level when they 
talk to me. Conceited people always do 
They get off their stilts. If there’s one thing that 
amuses me more than another, it is getting hold 
of their stilts and sawing them half through. 
Then, when they get up again they come 
down “Bang,” and you say: “Oh, I hope 
you haven’t hurt yourself. I didn’t know you 
went about on stilts. They are veiy nng^fA^ 
aren’t they?”’ 

Dodo was conscious of talking rather wildly and 
incoherently. She felt like a sw immer bring 
dragged down by a defep undercurrent All she 
rould do was to make a spla^ on the surface; 
She could not swim quietly or strongly out of its 
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rea^ She stood by the window playing witii 
the blind cord, wishing tiiat‘*the Frinos would not 
look at her. He had a sort of deep, lazy strength 
abou^t him that made Dodo distrust hm^elf— the 
indolent consciousness of power that a tiger has 
when he plays contemptuously with his prey be- 
fore hitting it with one deadly blow of that soft- 
cushioned paw 

‘Why han’t I treat him like an}wne else?’ she 
said to herself impatiently. ‘Surely I am not 
afraid of him. I am only afraid of being afraid. 
He is handsome, and clever, and charming, and 
amiable, and here am I watching every movement 
and listening to every word he saya It’s all 
nonsense. Here goes.' 

Dodo plunged back into the room, and sat down 
in a chair next him. 

‘What a charming time we had at Zermatt,’ she 
said. 'That sort of place is so nice if yon simply 
go there in order to amuse yourself vdthont fbe 
bore of entertaining people. Half the . people who 
go there treat it as their great social effort of the 
year. As if one didn’t make enough social efforts 
at hornet* 
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*Ah, Zenna^* said the Prince, meditatlvdjr. 'It 
was thp moet delightflil month I ever spent' 

Did yon like it?’ said Dodo, negligently. *1 
should have thought that sort of place would have 

bored yon. There was nothing to do. I expected 

1 

yOo would rush off as soon as yon got there, and 
go to shoot or something. 

* Like Lord Chesterford and the partridges,' 
suggested Edith.’ 

'Oh, that’s different,’ said Doda ‘Jack thinks 
it’s the duty of every English landlord to shoot 
partridges. He’s got great ideas of his duty.’ 

' Even when it interferes with what must have 
been his pleasure, apparently,’ said the Prince. 

*Oh, Jack and I will see plenty of each other 
in course of time. I’m not afraid he will go and 
play about without me.’ 

'You are too merciful,’ said the Prince: 

‘Oh, I sha’n’t be hard on Jack. I riiall make 
every allowance for his shortcomings, and I shall 
expect that he will make allowance for mine.’ 

‘He will have the best of the bargain,’ said 
the Prince. 

'You mean that he won’t have to make mudi 
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allowance for me?* asked Doda *My dear Prince, 
that ^ows how little yon seally know about me. 

1 can be abominable. Ask Miss Staines if 1 
can’tH I can make a man angry quicker than any 
woman I know. I could make }k>u angry in a 
minnte and a quarter, but 1 am amiable tiiis 
morning, and I will spare you.’ 

‘Please make me angry,* said the Prince. 

Dodo Iftughed, and held out her hand to him. 

'Then 3 mn will excuse my leaving you?* she 
said. 'I’ve got a. letter to write before the mid- 
day post That ought to make yon angry. Are 
you stopping to lunch? No? Au revoir, thea 
We shall meet r^ain sometime soon, J suppose 
One is always running up against people* 

Dodo shook hands with elaborate carelessness 
and went towards the door, which the Prince 
opened for her. 

'You have made me angry,* he murmured, as 
she passed out, ‘but yon will pacify me again, 

I know.* 

Dodo went upstairs into her bedroom. She , 
was half frightened at her own resolntion, and the 
effort of appearing quite unconcerned had given 



tired Ibelii^ ^ 'll dcMT 
in fbe diaiit^room tidlow, ami In tim 
A fidiit Saab came over her fiue^ and ahe gc 
galdtfy from her diair and ran dqmati^ 

Pi^ace was in the hall, and he did not look 
leaft surprised to see Dodo again. 

'Ah, yon a» just off?’ ahe asked. 

Then ahe atopped dead, and he writed as if 

* 

expecting morft Dodo’s eyes wandered tonnd 
'the walls and came back to his face againl 

‘Come and see me in London any time, she 
said, in a low voice. 'I shall go back at the end 
.of the week;’ 

Tim Prince bowed. 

'1 knew yea would pacify’ lae again,’ he said. 


flsRi 



CHAPTER XXL 


T^ODO was up ^ain in London at the end ot ' 
the week, as she had told the Prince. J{u:k 
was also staying in town, and. they often spent 
most of the day' ‘together, riding occasiondly in 
the deserted Row,, or sitting, as they were now, 
in Dodo’s room in the Eaton Square house. They, 
were both leayii^ for the country in a few days’ 

. time, where they hsul *arranged to come across dne 
another • at various houses, and Dodo, at least, 
was findii^ these few days rather trying. She 
and Jack had arranged' to have ^em togetha, 
qufte alone, while -they were in Switzeriand, and 
Dodo had overlooked the fact ^lat they mij^t be 
rather hard to fill up. Not ;that <die was dis* 
.’ap^iated in Jack. He was exsuAy what' tibet hai 
always supposed him to ba She oever.thquglit that 
.was .veiy stimulating, though npver dull, and Ai 
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yras quite conscious of enough stimulud in' 
to make up for that For the rest He was quite 
satisfactoiy. But she was distinctly disappointed 
in herself. She felt as if her taste had been vitiated 
by drinking brandy. Mild flavours opd* very good 
bouquets of vintages that had pleased her before^ 

* sent no message from her palate to her brain, 
jt was like the eSect produced by the^ touch of 
hot iron on the skin, that forms a hard numb 
surface, wHich is curiously in^sitive/ to touphu 
Dodo felt as if her powers of sensation had been 
seared in this way. . Her perjceptions no longer 
answered quickly to the causes that excited them ; 
a layer of dull unresponsive material lay between 
^er and her world. She thought that her nerves 
and tissues were sound enough below. This numb*- 
ness was only superficial, the bum would heal, and 
her skin would become pliant *and soft again ; and 
if she was conscious of .all this and its correspond* 

. I. 

ing (auses, it could hardly be ek^ected that Jack 
would be unconaciOiu ox it and its corresponding 
Elects. 

On thhi particular moraiiig’'I>^* w«r pec|i]&i^ ' 
of & It feiathg dismally ootiNd^ and' 
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the eky was heavy ibd grey. The road was t>^ag 

r^Mdredt and a traction et4d°e was^perfoimlng 

its dismal office in little, aimless hms backwards 

and forwards The official with' the red flag had 

*■ 

found there ^ere no vehicles for him to warn, and 

he had sat dowp on a heap of stones,, and was 

smoking. There was a general sur of stagnation, a 

sense of the futility of doing an}rthing, and no one 

was more conscious of it •than Doda She felt that 

there was only one event that was likdy' to interest 

her, and yet, in a way, she shrank from that It was 

the searing process over agaia 

She wondered whether it would do any - good 

to tell Jack of the fact that the Prince was down 

at Wokingham. She found the burden of an un- 
* • 

shared secret exceptionally trying. Dodo had 
- been so accustomed to be before the footlights 
all her life, that ao)rtiung of the . nature of a secret 
was oppre^ive. Her conduct to her first husband 
she did not r^;ard as such. It was* only an admir- 
able piece of by-play, which the audience fully' 
appreciated. Did Dodo ■tiiea ‘never think of her 
late husband w^ tenderness ? Well, not oftm. 

A thought s^om remained. Umg in Dodo’s mind 
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mthout finding expression.* She * turned , round 
suddenly. # ♦ 

*Jack, Pimce Waldenedi was at Wddng^iam.'* 

' What was he there for ? ’ asked Jack quickly. 
tiUuk he came to see me,* remark«l Dodo 
serenely. 

' I hope you d|dn’t see him,’ he replied. 

Dodo felt a slight stimulus in this subject* 

‘I saw him,’ she said, 'because he c^e to see 
me, as they say in the French exercise booksL 
I couldn’t hide my head under the hearthrug 
like an ostrich — ^not that they hide their heads 
under hemrthrugs, but the principle is the same." 
He walked in as cool as a cucumber, and s^d 
“Howdy?” So we talked, and he said he’d be 
glad ’to call yoq out, and you’d be glad to call 
him oui, and we generally chattered, and ‘then 
I made him angry.’ 

'Why did he propose to call me out?’ asked 
Jack coldly. . ' 

' Oh, iHi*'said he wouldn’t^ call you out,’ reitaarked 
Doda 'He said nothing would induce him to,' 
I never said jie proposed to call you (»it ' -Yoh’ie 
stni^ this monung^ Jack.* 
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‘That' man Is an unutterable cad* 

Dodo opened her eyes. • 

*Oh, he’s nothing of the kind,' she said. *Be- 
sides, he’s a g^at friend of mirie, so ^en if he 
was a cad it wouldn’t matter.’ 

‘How. did 3 n>u make him angry?’ demanded 
Jack. • I , 

‘I told him I was going away to write some 
letters. ft was rather damping, wasn’t it? I, 
hadn’t got any letters to write, and he knew it 
and I knew he knew it, and so on. 

Jack was silent He had been puzzled by 
'Dodo’s comparative ’reserve during the last few 
days. He felt as if he had missed a scene in 
a play, that there were certain things un«cplained. 
He had even gone so far as to ask Dodo if atiy* 
4hing was the matter, an inquiry which' die 
detested profoundly. She Idd down a universal 
rule on this occasion. 

‘Nothing is' ever the matter,' she had said, 
‘and if it was, my not telling -you dould show 
‘that I didn’t wish for sympathy, or help, or 
anything else. I tell you all I want ymi to 
know.’ 
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' Yon mean something is the matter, and you 
don^t wai^ me to . know it,’ said J[ack, ratoer 
unwisely. 

Th^ bad been riding ‘ together when tius oc> 
curred^ and at that point Dodo had struck her 
horse savagely with her whij^ and put w end 
to the conversation by galloping furiously off 
When Jack caught her up she was herself agdn, 
and described how a selection of Edith's dogs 
had kept the postman at bay one morning, until 
the unusual absence of barking and howling had 
led their mistress to further investigation’s, which 
were rewarded by finding the postman sitting in 
the boat-house, an4 defending himself with ' the 
punt pole. 

.•Jadk was singularly easy-going, and very trustful, 
and 'he did not bother his head any more about 
it at the time; But we have to attaiq an almost 
unattainable dominion over our minds to prevent 
thoughts suddenly starting up In front;- of us. 
When a thought- has- occurred fo one, it is a 
matter, of training and practice to encoun^ w 
dismiss it, but the other is beyond the r«wh 
of the general. And" as .Dodo . finished thtoe 
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last Jack found himself suddenly face 

to face with a new 'thought* It was so nea^that 
it startled him, and he looked at it agaia At 
momhnts like these two peojple have an almost 
supematurd power of intuition towards each 
other. Dodo standing in the window, and 

Jack was sitting in a very low dimr looking 
straight toarards her, aritb the light from Ae 

window fall on his face, and at that moment^ 
she read his thought as clearly as if he had 
spoken it, for it was familiar already to h«. 

She felt a sudden impulse of anger. - ' 

' *How dare you think that?’ she said. 

Jack needed no explanation, .and he behaved well. 

'Dodo,’ he said gently, 'yon have no right to 
say that, but you have said it how. If there ‘is 
not anything I had better know, just tell me so, 
for 3rour own sake and for mine I can only 
plead for your forgiveness. It was no will 

of mine that such a thought crossed my inind. 
Yon can afford to be generous, Doda' 

•Something in his speech made Dodo even 
angrier. 

'You are stoply facing, my ninfidence,* she. 
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sud * If it was something yon bad better know, 
do yon -suppose that*-’ 

She stopped abruptly. • 

Jack rose from his chair and stood by £er in 
the window. 

‘Yon are not very generous to me,’ he smd. 
‘We are old friends though we are lovera’ 

• Take care 'you don’t lose my friendship, then,’ 
said Dodo fiercely. -.‘It is no use sa^ng “auld 
lang syne” when “auid lang syne” is in danger. 
It would' be like singing “ Gk>d save the Queen ” 
when she was dying. -Yon should never* recall 
old memories when they afe strained' 

Jack was getting a little impatient, though he 
was not frightened yet 

*,Dodo, you really are rather unreasonable,’ he 
sud. ‘ To begin with, yon quarrel with an un- 
spoken thought! and you haven’t even given me 
a definite accusatioa’ 

'That* is because it is unnecessary, and you 
know it,’ said Dodo. ‘However, as you like 
Yon think - yon have cause to be jealous or fpoli^ 
cur ’melodramatic about Prince Waldeneck Dear 
me, it is quite like old times.’ • 
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Jack turned on her angrily. 

‘If you propose to treat me as you treated that 
poor man, .who was the best man I ever knew/ 
he said/ ‘the sooner you learn your mistake the 
better for us both. It would have been |n better 
taste not to have referred to that/ 

‘ At present, that is beside tiie point/ said 
Dodo. ‘Was that your unspoken thought, or was 
it not?* ^ • X 

‘ If I would notinsult yon by speaking my thought 
whether you are right or not,’ said Jack, ‘I shall 
not insult you by answering that question. ^ My 
. wswer shall take another form. Listen, Dodo. 
The Prince is in love with you. He proposed to 
you at Zermatt That* passionless inhuman piece 
of mechanism, his sister, told me how much he was 
in love with you. She meant it as a compliment 
He is a dangerous, bad man. lie forces himself 
on you. He‘ went down to Wokingham see 
you ; yon tol^ me so yourself. He is dangerous and 
strcmg. For God’s sake keep away from him.* I 
don’t distrust you; but T am afraid you may get 
to distrust yourself. He will make yon afradd of 
crosdng his will -Dodo, will you do this .fm* me? 
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'• 'f" 

K is 4uite unreasonable probably) but 1 am un- 

reasoname «rben I think of you* 

*Oh, my dear Jack/ said Dodo, impatiently 

*yoiu really make me angry. It is dreadfully bad 

form to be angry, and it is absurd that you and 

I should quarrel. YouVe got such a low opinion 

of me; though I suppose that’s as much my (ault 
• ' • * 

yours. Your opinion is fiction, but I am the 
fact on which it is founded, and what do you take 
me for? The Prince telegraphed from Dover to 
ask if I ^ould see him, and. I deliberately sent no 
answer. How he. found out Jwhere l was I* don’t* 

m 

know. «1 suppose he got hold of the telegram 1* 
sent here to say my address was uncertain. Does 
that look as if 1 wanted to see him so dread* 
fully • . 

* I never said * you did want to see him,’ said 
Jack. *I said ^e veiy much wanted to see you, 
and what you say proves it'^ 

/ Well, * what then?’ said Doda ‘You wanted to 
see me very much when I was married.. Would 
you have thought it reasonable. if Chesterford had 
entreated me never to see ,you — ^to keep away 
for God’s sake, as you said just now?’ 
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‘I’afD not the Prince/ said Jack, 'neith^ am *1 
going* to be treated as 3 ron treated yoor husbiind. 
Dp not let ns refer to him again ; it is a 
desemtioa’ 

< Yon mean that in the light of subsequent 
events it would, have been reasonable in him to 
ask. me to keep away from yon?’ 

‘Yes/ ssud he. '• 

Jack leaked Dodo full in* the face, in the noblp 
shame of a confessed sia In that moment he was 
greater, perhaps, and .had risen higher above hu 
vague self-satisfied indifierence than ever before. 
Dodo felt it, and it irritated her, it seempd posi- 
tively onpardonabla 

'Perhaps you do not see that you involve me 
in your confession/ she said with cold scora .'I 
decline to be judged by your standards, tbanka’ 

Jack felt a sudden immense pity and anger fw 
her. She would not, or could not, accept the exist- 
ence of other points of view than her owa • 

'Apparently yon decline to consider the fact of 
Other standards at .all.’ * - - 

'I don’t accept views which seem to me on- 
reasonable,’ she said. 
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' I (^ly ask you to consider this particular' view. 
The stoiy*you l»ve«just told me shows that he 
is anxious to see you, wluch was my point That 
he is dangerous and strong I ask you to 
accept’ 

‘What if I don’t?’ she asked. 

‘‘ This,’ smd he. When a man of that sort desires 
anything, as he evidently desires you, there is 
danger. If you are alive to it, and as* strong as 
he is,' you are safe. That you are not alive to it 
you show by your present position ; that ]^n are 
as strong as he, I doubt’ 

‘You assume far too much,’ said Doda 'What 
you mean by. my present position I don’t care to 
know.. But I am perfectly alive to the whole state 
of the case. Wait I will speak. I entirely de- 
cline to be dictated to. I shall-do as I choose in 
this matter.’ 

'Do quite realise what that means?’ said 
Jack, rising. . . 

Dodo had risen too she was standing before 
him with a great anger burning in her ejrea Her 
face was yeiy pale, and she moved towards the 
belL 
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♦ • 

When a boat is in the rapids the cataract is 

ineidtable. * . ® 

^It means this/ she said.*- '-He ‘twill be. Here In 

a minute or two; I told him 1 should be in at 

twelve. I . am going to ring the bell, and tell the 

man to show him up. You will stay here, and 

♦ . ^ 

treat him as one man should treat another. If 
3 rou. are insolent to him, understand that you m- 

c 

dude me. You will imply that you distrust m& 
Perhaps 3:00 would ring the bell for me, as you 
are closer to it* 

She sat down by, her writing-table and waited. 
Jack paused with his hand on the belL 
'I will be perfectly explicit with you/ he said. 
‘ If you see him, you see hint alone. I do ndt wi^ 
to hear what he has to say to yon. As he enters' 
the door I leave it That is all Yon may 
dioose.’ 

He rang the bdl. 

‘ tliere is no reason for you to wait till then/ 
sdd Doda *1 aqi going^ to see him as sora as 
he cornea Tell Prince Waldenech that 1 amr' in/ 
she said to. the footmao.; 'Show him up as soon 
as he cornea’ 
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Jack leant 'gainst the chimney*plec&, 

•Well?’ said Dodo. 

• * 

■ •! am making ap my mind.’ 

There was a dead silence. 'What on eartB are 
we quarrelling about?’ thought Jack to' himself. 
•It h simply whether I stop here and talk to 
that cad? I wonder if all women are as obstinate 
as this.’ 

It did seem a little ridiculous, but be felt that 
his dignity forbade him to yield. ‘ He had told 
her he did not distrust her; that w» enough. 
No, he would gp away, and- when he came 
back to-morrow Dodo would be more reason- 
able. 

• I think I am going,’ remarked he. ‘ I ,.sha’n’t 
see you again till to-morrow afternoon. I am 
away to-night' 

Dodo was turning over the p^es of a magazine . 
and <fid not answer. Jhck became a little im- 
patient 

•Really, this is extiaordinarily childish,’ he said. 
•I ^’n*t stop to see the Prince because he is 
a detestable cad. Think it over, Doda’ 

At the, mention oS ' the Prince, if Jack had 
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betn vmtchiDg Dodo more closely, he might haye 
seen a sadden colour msh to her face, faint bat 
perceptible. Bat he was devoting his atten- 

t 

tion to keeping his temper, and stifling a vagne 
dread and distrust, which he .was tob loyal to 
admit 

At the door he paused a moment 
*Ah, Dodo,’ he- said, with entreaty in his 
voice. ‘ . 'i 

Dodo did not move nor look at turn. 

He left the room vrithout more words, and. 
on the stair., he met the Prince. He bowed 
tilently to his greeting, and stood aside for him 
to pass. 

The > Prince glaiiced back at Um with amuse* ' 
meat ’His lordship does me the honour to be 
jealous of me,’ he said to himself. 


Next day Jack called at Dodo’s house.- The 
4oor was opened by a servant, whose face he 
thought he ought to know; that he was not one 
of Dodo’s men he; felt certain. In another moment 
it had flashed across him tl^t the man had bemi 
with the Prinra at Zermatt 
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‘ Is Lady Chesterford in ? ’ he asked. * 

The man looked at him a moment, and then, 
like, all well-bred servants, dropped his eyes b^efore 
he answered,— 

‘ Her oerene Highness left for Paris this morning.* 


THE END. 
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and Vocabulary by A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. i^mo. is. 
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Methuen’s Commercial Series 

• C^own 890. Cloth, 

Gibbins. BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM 
ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. Gibbins*M.A.. 
Author of ‘The Industrial History of England,* etc.jj^tc* 2s, 

BaUy. A MANUAL OF FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. By S. E. Bally, Modern Language Master 
at the Manchester Grammar School. 

Lyde. COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, With special reference 
to Trade Routes, New Markets, and Manufacturing Districts. By 

L. D. Lyde, M.A, of The Academy, Glasgow. 2 s, 

Simplified Classics 

A series of Classical Readers, Edited for Lower Forms with Introduc- 
tions, Notes, Maps, and Illustrations. 

Herodotus. THE PERSIAN WARS. Edited by A. G. Liddell, 

M. A., Assistant Master at Nottingham High School. 

Plautus. THE CAPTIVL Edited by J. H. Freese, M.A., 
late Fellow of St. John’s College, Cambridge. 

Livy. THE KINGS OF ROME. Edited by A. M. M. SXED- 
MAN, M.A. 

Methuen’s Novel Series 

A Series of copyright Novels, by well-known Authors, 
bound in red buckram, at the price of three shillings and 
sixpence. The first volumes will be : — . 

1. JACQUETTA. By S. Baring Gould, Author of ‘ Mehalahf 

etc. 

2. ARM I NELL : A Social Romance. By S. Baring Gould, 

Author of * Mehalah,’ etc. 

3. MARGERY OF QUETHER. By S. Baring Gould. 

4. URITH. By S. Baring Gould. 

5. IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. By S. Baring Gould. 
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6. DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. With Portrwt of 

Author. By Edna Lyall, Author of ‘ Donovan,’ etc. 

7. JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. Norris. ' 

8. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. Clark Russell. 

HALF'CROWN NOVELS. 

A Series of Novels by popular Authors^ tastefully 
bound in cloth, 

1. THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

2. DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

3. MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By Mabel Robinson. 

4. HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

5. ELI’S CHILDREN. By G. Manville Fenn. 

6 . A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Manville Fenn. 

7. DISARMED. By M, Betham Edwards. 

8. A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie Keith. 

9. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. Clark Russell. 

!0. IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By the Author of ‘ Indian 

Idylls.’ 

11. MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M‘Queen Gray. 

12. A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. COBBAN. 

13. THE STORY OF CHRIS. By Rowland Grey. 

Other Volumes will be announced in due course. 



Books for Girls 

A Series of Books by well-known Authors^ bound uniformly, 

Walford. A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By L, B. Wal- 
FORD, Author of ‘ Mr. Smith.' With Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8w. 31. 6<f. 

* The clever authoress steers clear of namby-pamby, and invests her moral with a 
fresh and strikinf dress. There U terseness and vivacity of style, and the illustra- 
lioaa are admirable. '--A tdi-Jncobm, 
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Molesworth. THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. Molesworth, 
Author of ‘Carrots.* With Illustrations by Gordon Brownb. 
Crown Svo. 6d. 

*A volume in which girls will delight, and beautifully illustrated . Mail 
Gazette, 

Author Of ‘Mdle. Mori.* THE SECRET OF MADAM*E DE 
Monluc. By the Author of ‘The Atelier du Lyf,* ‘ Mdle. Mori.’ 
Crown %vo, 3s, 6^. 

‘An exquisite literary cameo. 

Parr. DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr, Author of ‘ Adam and Eve,* 
* Dorothy Fox,* etc. Illustrated by W. Parkinson. Crown 8w, 
3 ^. 6d. 

* One of the prettiest stories which even this clever writer has t^ivan the world for a 

long time.’ — World. 

Meade. OUT OF THE FASHION. By L. T. Meade, Author 
of ‘A Girl of the People,’ etc. With 6 Illustrations by W. Paget. 
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

* One of those charmingly-written social tales, which this writy knows so well how to 

write. It is delightful reading, and is well illustrated by W. Paget’—G/aj^iW 
Herald. 

Meade. A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. Meade,' 
Author of ‘ Scamp and I,’ etc. Illustrated by R. Barnes. Crown 
8 vo. 3s. 6d. 

‘An excellent story. Vivid portraiture of character, and broadband wholesome 
lessons about life.’—S/ectafor. 

‘ One of Mrs. Meade’s most fascinating books.' — Daily News, 

Meade. HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. Illustrated by 
Everard Hopkins. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

‘ Mrs. Meade has not often done better work than this.' — Spectator. 

Meade. THE HONOURABLE MiSs : A Tale of a Country 
Town. By L. T. Meade, Author of ‘ Scamp and I,’ ‘ A Girl of the 
People,* etc. With Illustrations by Everard Hopkins. Crown 
8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Adams. MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. Leith Adams. 

With a Frontispiece by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo. 3 J. 6 d. 

A 2 
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anti flecent 15ooli0 
Poetry 

Rndy^ Kipling. BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS; And 
Other Verses, By Rudyard Kiplxng. Sixth Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s. ^ 

A Special Presentation Edition, bound in white buckram, with 
extra gilt ornament, p. 6d. 

* Mr. Kipling’s verse is strong, vivid, full of character. . . . Unmistakable genius 

rings in every line.*— 7V«f«. 

* The disreputable lingo of Cockayne is henceforth justified before the world ; for a 

man of genius has taken it in hand, and has shown, beyond all cavilling, that in 
its way it also is a medium for literature. You are grateful, and you say to 
yourself, hafr in envy and half in admiration : ** Here is a iook ; here, or one is a 
Dutchman, is one of the books of the year." ’ — National Observer. 

Barrack* Room Ballads” contains some of the best work that Mr. Kipling has 
ever done, which is saying a good deal. “ Fuzzy-Wuzzy,” “Gunga Din,” and 
“ Tommy,” are, in our opinion, altogether superior to anything of the kind that 
English literature has hitherto produced.'— /f 

* These ballads are as wonderful in their descriptive power as they are vigorous in 

their dramatic fprce. There are few ballads in the English language more 
stirring than “The Ballad of Ea.st and West,” worthy to stand by the Border 
ballads of Scott' — Spectator. 

• * The ballads teem with Imagination, they palpitate with emotion. We read them 
.with laughter and tears { the metres throb in our pulses, the cunningly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and if this be not poetry, what \%V—Pall Mall Gazette. 

Henley. LYRA HEROICA : An Anthology selected from the 
best English Verse of the i6tli, 17th, i8th, and 19th Centuries. By 
William Ernest Henley, Author of ‘A Book of Verse,* ‘Views 
and Reviews,* etc. Crown Svo. Stamped gilt buckram^ gilt top, 
edges uncut. 6s, 

Mr. Henley has brought to the task of selection an instinct alike for poetry and for 
chivalry which seems to us quite wonderfully, and even unerringly, right.’ — 
Guardian. 

Tomson. A SUMMER NIGHT, AND OTHER POEMS. By 
Graham R. Tomson. With Frontispiece by A. Tomson. Fcap. 
Svo. ^s. 6d. 

Also an edition on hand-made paper, limited to 50 copies. Large crown 
Svo. los. 6d. net. 

' Mrs. Tomson holds perhaps the very highest rank among poetesses of English birth. 
This selection will help her reptttation.**~.^Aifif( and UPhiU. 
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Ibsen. BRAND. A Drama by Henrik Ibsen. Translated b> 
William Wilson. Crown Svo, sj. 

'The greatest wor^>poem of the nineteenth century next to "Faust." "Brand* 
will have an astonishing interlst for Englishmen. It is in the same set adth 
" Agamemnon," with '* Lear,** with the literature that we now instipctively regard 
as high and holy.’— Ckromcle* 

‘ Q.” GREEN BAYS : Verses and Parodies. Bv “ Q.,” Author 
of ‘ Dead Man’s Rock * etc. Second Edition, Fcap, 8vo. p. (td, 

'The verses display a rare and versatile gift of parody, great command of metre, and 
a very pretty turn of humour.*— TzWx. 

“A. G.” VERSES TO ORDER. By “A. G.« Crown Zvo, 
cloth extra^gilt top, 2s, 6d, net, 

A small volume of verse by a writer whose initials are well known to Oxford men. 

‘ A capital specimen of light academic poetry. These verses are very bright and 
engaging, easy and sufficiently witty.’— .S'/. James's Gazette. • 

Hosken. VERSES BY THE WAY. By J. D. Hosken 

Printed on laid paper, and bound in buckram, gilt top, 5^. 

Also a small edition on large Dutch hand-made paper. Frice 
12s. 6d, net, 

A Volume of Lyrics and Sonnets by J. D. Hosken, the Postman Poet, of Helston, 
Cornwall, whose interesting career is now more or less well known to the literary 
public. Q, the Author of 'The Splendid Spur,' etc., writes a critical and 
biographical introduction. 

Langbridge. A CRACKED FIDDLE. Being Selections from 
the Poems of Frederic Langbridge. With Portrait. Crown Svo, Ss, 

Iiangbridge. BALLADS OF THE BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, 
Enterprise, Courage, and Constancy, from the Earliest Times to the 
Present Day. Edited, with Notes, by Rev. F. Langbridge. 
Crown Zvo, Buckram 35. Gd, School Edition, 2s, 6d, 

'A very happy conception happily carried out. These *' Ballads of the Brave" are 
intended to suit the real tastes of boys, and will suit the taste of the great majority.* 
-^Spectator, ' The book is full of splendid things.* — World, 

History and Biography 

OoUingWOOd. JOHN RUSKIN: His Life and Work. By 
W. G. COLLINGWOOD, M.A., late Scholar of University College, 
Oxford, Author of the ‘ Art Teaching of John Ruskin,* Editor of 
Mr. Ruskin’s Poems, 2 vols, Zvo, 32J. Second Edition, 

This important work U written by Mr. Collingwood, wha has been for some yettfs 
Mr. Rutkia*t private leeretaryi and who has had unique advanuges in obtahting 
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materials for this book from Mr. Rusicin himself and from his friends. It cofitains 
a large amount of new matter, and of letters which have never been published, 
and is, in fact, a full and authoritative biography of Mr. ^uskin. The book 
contains numerous portraits of Mr. Ruskid^ including a coloured one from a 
water*colour portrait by himself, and also 13 sketches, never before published, by 
Mr. Ruskin and Mr. Arthur Severn. A bibliography is added. 

'^'No nlore magnificent volumes have been published for a long time than ** The Life 
and Work of John Ruskin.” . . — Times. 

' This most lovingly written and most profoundly interesting hook,’— Daffy News. 

* It is long since we have had a biography with such varied delights of substance 

and of form. Such a book is a pleasure for the day, and a joy for itvtT.'-~Daify 

* Chronicle. 

* Mr. Ruskin could not well have been more fortunate in his biographer. 

‘A noble monument of a noble subject* One of the most beautiful books about one 
of the noblest lives of our century. Herald. 

Gladstone. JHE SPEECHES AND PUBLIC ADDRESSES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P. With Notes % 
and Introductions. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M. A. (Librarian of 
the Gladstone Library), and H. J. Cohen, M.A. With Portraits. 
8w. VoL X. I2s. 6d. 

Eussell. THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clark Russell, Author of * The Wreck of the 
Grosvenor.* With Illustrations by F. Bkangwyn. % vo . 15J, 

' * A. rtzWy goo^ hook.'— Saturday Review. 

* fy most excellent and wholesome book, which we should like to see in the hands of 

every boy in the country.’— i'L James’s Gazette. 

Claxk. THE COLLEGES OF OXFORD : Their History and 
their Traditions. By Members of the University. Edited by A. 
Clark, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College. %vo. I2j. (id. 

* Whether the reader approaches the book as a patriotic member of a college, as an 

antiquary, or as a student of the organic growth of college foundation, it M’ill amply 
reward his attention.' — Times. 

* A delightful book, learned and \vidiy.*— Academy. 

* A work which will certainly be appealed to for many years as the standard book on 

the Colleges of Oxford.'— 

Holton. RIXAE OXONIENSES: An Account of the Battles 

of the Nations, The Struggle between Town and Gown, etc. By 
S. F. Hulton, M.A. Crown Svo. 55. 

James. CURIOSITIES OF CHRISTIAN HISTORY PRIOR 
TO THE REFORMATION. By Croakb James, Author of 
* Cttriositicf of Law and Lawyen.* Crmn 71. M 
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Perrens. THE HISTORY OF FLORENCE FROM THE 
TIME OF THE MEDICIS TO THE FALL OF THE 
REPUBLIC. By F.^T. Perrens. Translated by Hannah 
Lynch. In three volumes. VbL L 8m 12s, 6 d, 

This is a translation from the French of the best history of Florence in existence. 
This volume covers a period of profound interest-political and lilerary%»and 
is ivritten with great vivacity. 

*Thb is a standard book by an honest and intelligent histi^an, who has deserved 
well ot his countrymen, and of all who are interested in Italian history.'— 
chesigr Guardian, 

Eaufmann. CHARLES KINGSLEY, By M. Kaufmann, 
M.A. Crown Svo, 5r. 

A biography of Kingsley, especially dealing with his achievements in social reform. 

* The author has certainly gone about his work with conscientiousness and industry.'— 

Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 

Oliphant THOMAS CHALMERS : A Biogr^iiy. By Mrs. 
Oliphant. With Portrait. Crown 8m Buckram, Jr. 

' A well-executed biography, worthy of its author and of the remarkable man who is 
its subject. Mrs. Oliphant relates lucidly and dramatically the important part 
which Chalmers played in the memorable secession.'— T/iWf. 

* Written with all the facile literary grace that marks this indefatigable authoress' 

work, it presents a very cohiplete picture of Chalmers as he lived and worked* . . . 
The salient points in his many-sided life are seized with unerring judgment.’ — 
North British Daily Mail, 

Wells. THE TEACHING OF HISTORY IN SCHOOLS. ’A 
Lecture delivered at the University Extension Meeting in Oxford, 
Aug. 6th, 1892. By J. Wells, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham 
College, and Editor of ‘ Oxford and Oxford Life.* Crown 8 vo, 6 d, 

PoUaxd. THE JESUITS IN POLAND. By A. F. Pollard, 
B.A, Oxford Prize Essays — The I^thian Prize Essay 1892, Crown 
8 vo* zr. 6 d, net, 

Clifford*. THE DESCENT OF CHARLOTTE COMPTON 
(Baroness Ferrers de Chartley). By her Great-Granddaughter 
Isabella G. C. Clifford. Small i^o, 10 ;. 6 cl, net. 

General Literature 

Bowden. THE IMITATION OF BUDDHA : Being Quota- 
tions from Buddhist Literature for each Day in the Year. Compiled 
by E. M. Bowden. With Preface by Sir Edwin Arnold, Third 
JSdition* l6m0, a/. 6d$ 
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DitcMeld. OUR ENGLISH VILLAGES : Their Story and 
their Antiquities. By P. H. Ditchfield, M.A., F.RH.S., Rector 
of Barkham, Berks. Post%vo, 2s, 6d. Illustrated.^ 

' An extremely amusing and interesting little bcxAc, which should find a place in 
every paro(^ial libvaryJ— Guardian. 

DitcMe^. OLD ENGLISH SPORTS. By P. H. Ditch- 
field, M.A. Crown Svo, 2 s. 6d, Illustrated. 

* A charming accoun#of old English Sports. 

Bume. PARSON AND PEASANT : Chapters of their 

Natural History. By J. B. Burne, M.A., Rector of Wasing. 

Crown %vo. 55 . 

' ** Parson and Peasant ” is a book not only to be interested in, but to learn something 
from— >a book which may prove a help to many a clergyman, and broaden the 
hearts and ripen the charity of laymen.’— -Drrilj/ Mercury. 

Massee. A MQNOGRAPH OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
George Massee. With 12 Coloured Plates. Royal %vo, i8s. net 

This is the only work in English on this important group. It contains X2 Coloured 
Plates, produced in the finest style of chromo-lithography. 

' Supplies a want acutely felt Its merits are of a high order, and it is one of the 
most important contributions to systematic natural science which have lately 
appeared.’ — Westminster Review, 

*A work much in advance of any book in the language treating of this group of 
organisms. It is indispensable to every student of the Mxyogastres. The 
coloured plates deserve high praise for their accuracy and execution.’— 

CulmiiigliaJii. THE PATH TOWARDS KNOWLEDGE: 

EsSays on Questions of the Day. By W. Cunningham, D.D., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, Professor of Economics at 
King’s College, London, Crown 8vo. 4 J. (td. 

Essays on Marriage and Population, Socialism, Money, Education, Positivism, etc. 

Bushill. PROFIT SHARING AND THE LABOUR QUES- 
TION. By T. W. Bushill, a Profit Sharing Employer. With an 
Introduction by Sedley Taylor, Author of ‘ Profit Sharing between 
Capital and Labour.’ Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d, 

John Beever. PRACTICAL FLY-FISHING, Founded on 
Nature, by John Beever, late of the Thwaite House, Coniston, A 
New Edition, with a Memoir of the Author by W. G. COLLINGWOOD, 
M.A., Author of ‘The Life and Work of John Ruskin,*etc. Also 
additional Notes and a chapter on Char-Fishing, by A. and A. R. 
Severn. With a specially designed title-page. Crown 8vo. 35. 6d, 

little book on Fly-Fishing by an old friend of Mr. Ruskiii. It has been out of 
print for tome time, and being etiU rnneh in request, is now issued with a Memoir 
Of tha Antbor by W. a Cotlingwood* 
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Anderson Graham. NATURE Iljl BOOKS : Studies in Literary 

Biography. By P. Anderson Graham. Crown 2fvo, 6s, 

The chapters tigt entitled : I. ' The Magic of the Fields * (Jefferies). II. * Art and 
Nature' (Tennyson). III.* 'The Doctrine of Idleness* (Thoreau). IV. ‘The 
Romance of Life '(Scott). V. ‘ The Poetry of Toil' (Bums). VI. ‘ The Divinity 
of Nature * (Wordsworth). 

WeUs. OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE. By Members of 
the T^niversity. Edited by J. Wells, M?A., Ffllow and Tutor of 
Wadham College. Crown %vo, 3 J. 6d. 

This work contains an account of life at Oxford— intellectual, social, and religious— 
a careful estimate of necessary expenses, a review of recent changes, a statement 
of the present position of the University, and chapters on Women’s Education, 
aids to study, and University Extension. 

'We congratulate Mr. Wells on the production of a readable and intelligent account 
of Oxford as it is at the present time, written by persons who are, with hardly an 
exception, possessed of a close acquaintance with the system and life of the 
University.’— tJunaum. 

Driver. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. R. Driver, D.D., Canon of 
Christ Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the University of 
Oxford, Crown Svo, 6s. 

' A welcome volume to the author's famous ' Introduction.* No man can read these 
discourses without feeling that Dr. Driver b fully alive 4o the deeper teaching of 
the Old Testament.’ — Guardian. 

Oheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD TESTAMENT CRITICISM.: 
Biographical, Descriptive, and Critical Studies. By T. K. Ch^yne, 
D.D., Oriel Professor of the Interpretation of Holy Scripture at 
Oxford. Large crown %vo, *js. 6d, [Ready, 

This important book is a historical sketch of O.T. Criticism in the form of biographi* 
cal studies from the days of Eichhora to those of Driver and Robertson Smith. 
It is the only bodk of its kind in English. 

' The volume b one of great interest and value. It displays all the author's wgll* 
known ability and learning, and its opportune publication has laid all students of 
theology, and specially of Bible criticism, under weighty obligation.*— 

‘ A very learned and instructive work.’ — Times. 

mHKB BY 

8. Baring Gould, Author of * Mehalah,’ etc. 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With Sixty-seven Illustrations by 
W. Parkinson, F. D. Bedford, and F. Masky. Large Crown 
SvOf cloth super extra, top edge gilt, los, 6d, Fourth and Cheaper 
Edition, 6;. 

* "Old Country Life,” as healthy wholesome reading, full of breezy life and move- 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously told, will not he excelled by any book 
to be poblbhed throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to the coire.'— 
World, 
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HISTORIC ODDITIES AJTD STRANGE EVENTS. Third 

Edition^ Crown 8 zfo. 6 s, 

* A collection of exciting and entertaining chapters. The whole ^olume is delightful 

reading. Times. 

FREAKS OF FANATICISM. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6 s. 

* Mr. Bering Gould has a keen eye for colour and effect, and the subjects he has 

chosen give ample scope to his descriptive and analytic faculties. A perfectly 
fascinating hooi^ -^ScoAish Leader, 

SONGS OF THE WEST : Traditional Ballads and Songs of 
the West of England, with their Traditional Melodies, Collected 
by S, Baring Gould, M.A., and H. Fleetwood Sheppard, 
M.A. Arranged for Voice and Piano. In 4 Parts (containing 25 
Songs each), Parts /., //., ///., 3J, each. Part IV., 5f. In one 
VoL, roan, 15L 

‘A rich and varied collection of humour, pathos, grace, "nd poetic fancy.'— 

Review. 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND STRANGE EVENTS. 

Fourth Edition, Crown %vo, 6 s, 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. With 
Illustrations; By S. Baring Gould. Cro 7 m %vo. 7s. 6 d, 

A book on such subjects as Foundations, Gables, Holes, Gallows, Raising the Hat, Old 
c Ballads, etc. etc. It traces in a most interesting manner their origin and history. 

* We have read Mr. Baring Gould’s book from beginning to end. It is full of quaint 

and various information, and there is not a dull page in it.*—Notes and Queries, 

THE TRAGEDY OF THE CAESARS: The 
Emperors of the Julian and Claudian Lines. With numerous Illus- 
trations from Busts, Gems, Cameos, etc. By S. Baring Gould, 
Author of * Mehalah,’ etc. Second Edition, 2 vols. Royal 8 vo, 30J. 
This book is the only one in English which deals with the personal history of the 
Caesars, and Mr. Baring Gould has found a subject which, for picturesque detail 
and sombre interest, is not rivalled by any work of fiction. ITie volumes are 
copiously illustrated. 

* A most splendid and fascinating book on a subject of undying interest. The great 

feature of the hook is the use the author has made of the existing portraits of the 
Caesars, and the admirable critical subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with this 
line of research. It is brilliantly written, and the illustrations are supplied on a 
scale of profuse magnificence.'— Chronicle, 

* The volumes will in no sense disappoint the general reader. Indeed, in their way, 

there is nothing in any sense so good in English. . . . Mr. Baring Gould has 
presented his narrative in such away as not to make one dull ^<gfi*^^Ath€meum, 

JACQUETTA, and other Stories. Crown %vo, 3^. 
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ARMINELL: A Social Romance. New Edition, Crown Zvo, 

jf. 6rf. 

' To say that a l^k b by the author of Mehalah “ b to imply that it contuns a 
story cast on strong lines, coiftaining dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic 
descriptions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery. All these expecta- 
tions are justified by “Annmell."*--^^Aim 

URITH : A Story of Dartmoor. Third Edition* CrownZvd* y,6d, 

* The author b at hb best.'-— rtwr. • 

' He has nearly reached the high water-mark of ** Mehalah.*’ *—NaHonal Observer, 

MARGERY OF QUETHER, and other Stories. CroTtm %vo, 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA : A Tale of the Cornish Coast. 

New Edition* 6d. 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN. Third Edition. 6s. 

Fiction 

Pryco. TIME AND THE WOMAN. By Richard Pryce, 
Author of * Miss MaxwelFs Affections,* ‘The Quiet Mrs. Fleming/ 
etc. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

‘ Mr. Pryce's work recalls the style of Octave Feuillet, by its clearness, conciseness, 
its literary reserve.*— 

Gray. ELSA. A Novel. By E. M‘Queen Gray. Crozt/nSvo. 6s. 

' A charming novel. The characters are not only powerful sketches, but minutely 
and carefully finished portrsuts.' — Guardian. 

Anthony Hope. A CHANGE OF AIR: A Novel. By 
Anthony Hope, Author of ‘Mr. Witt’s Widow,* etc. i vol, 
Crown %vo. 6s. 

A bright sto^ by Mr. Hom, who has, the Athenmtm says, ' a decided outlook and 
individuality of hb own.^ 

*A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to human nature. The characters are traced 

with a masterly hand.'— Jimrr. 

Edna LyalL DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. By 
Edna Lyall, Author of * Donovan.* Crown ^o. 31 ^/ Thousand. 
3 ^. 6d , ; papor^ is. 

Lyxm Linton. THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVID- 
SON, Christian and Communist. By E. Lynn Linton. Eleventh 
Edition. Post %oo. ia 

Bicker. A CAVALIER*S LADYE. By Constance Dicker. 
With Illustrations. Crown $vo. 6d. 
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Author of ‘Vera.* THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. By 
the Author of ‘ Vera,’ ‘ Blue Roses,* etc. Crown Sv 0 , 6s. 

* A musician’s dream, pathetically broken off at the hour of its realisation, is vividly 
represented in this book. . . . Well written^ and possessing many elements of 
interest. The success of The Dance of the Hours ” may be safely predicted.’— 
Morning Post, 

Norris. A Deplorable Affair. By W. E. Norris, Author of 
‘His Grace.* ‘ Crown Zvo. 3 ^. 6d. 

*What with its interesting story, its graceful manner, and its perpetual good 
humour, the book is as enjoyable as any that has come from its author's pen.’— 
Scotsman, 

Dickinson. A VICAR’S WIFE. By Evelyn Dickinson. 
Crown %vo. 3 J. 6d, 

Frowse. THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. Orton Prowse. 
Crown 8 w, 3 J. 6d, 

Parker. PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. By Gilbert 

Parker. Crown %vo. Buckram. 6s. 

* Stories happily conceived and finely executed. There is strength and genius in Mr. 
Parker's style.’— Telegraph. 

Marriott Watson. DIOGENES OF LONDON and other 
Sketches. By H. B. Marriott Watson, Author of ‘ The Web 
of the Spider.* Crown Svo. Buckram. 6s. 

' By all those who delight in the uses of words, who rate the exercise of prose above 
the exercise of verse, who rejoice in all proofs of its delicacy and its strength, who 
believe that English prose is chief among the moulds of thought, by these 
Mr. Marriott Watson's book will be yrtlcomti.' —National Observer. 


Methuen’s Novel Series 

A series of copyright Novels, by well-known Authors, 
bound in red buckram, at the price of three shillings and 
sixpence. The first volumes (ready) are : — 

1. JACQUETTA. By S. Baring Gould, Author of * Mehalah/ 

etc. 

2. ARM I NELL : A Social Romance. By S. Baring Gould, 

Author of ‘ Mehalah,* etc. 

3. MARGERY OF QUETHER. By S. Baring Gould. 

4. URITH. By S. Baring Gould. 
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5. IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. By S. Baring Gould. 

6. DERRICK VAUGHAN, NOVELIST. With Portrait of 

Author. • By Edna JI^yall, Author of ‘ Donovan,’ etc. Also 
paper, is, 

7. JACK^S FATHER. By W. E. Norris. 

8. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. Clark Bussell. 

Other Volumes will be announced in due^ourse. 


HALF-CROWN NOVELS 

A Series of Novels by popular AtUhors^ tastefully 
bound in cloth, 

1. THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. Mahel Robinson. 

2. DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

3. MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By Mabel Robinson. 

4. HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel Robinson, 

5. ELPS CHILDREN. By G. Manville Fenn. 

6. A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Manville /enn. 

7. DISARMED. By M. Betham Edwards. 

8. A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie Keith. . • 

9. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. Clark Russell. • 

10. IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By the Author of ‘ Indian 

Idylls.’ 

11. MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M‘Queen Gray. 

12. A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. Cobban. 

13. THE STORY OF CHRIS. By Roland Grey. 

Other volumes will be announced in due course. 



NEW TWO-8HILLINQ EDITIONS 

Crown 8 vo, Ornamental Boards, 

ELPS CHILDREN. By G. Manville Fenn. 
DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson. 

THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. Mabel Robinson. 
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Crmn Sof. future Boards, 

A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. MacLaren Cobban. 

MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By Mabei, RobinsoiI! 

JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. NORRlS. 

THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By Richard Pryce. 

Books for Boys and Girls 

OnthelL ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. By Mrs. Cothell. 
With i6 Illustrations by W. Fa&kinson. Square Crown 6s, 

* This is a channing story. Tangle was bat a little mongrel Skye terrier^ but he had a 
big heart in l^s little body, and played a hero’s part more than once. The book 
can be warmly recommended.' — Standard, 

OoUingWOOd. THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. By Harry 
COLLINGWOOD, Author of ‘The Pirate Island,* etc. Illustrated by 
Gordon Browne. Crown 8w. 6f, 

* "The Doctor of the Juliet," well illustrated by Gordon Browne, is one of Harry 

ColUngwood’s best tSoxVk.^~~Motning Post, 

Olaxk Bussell. MASTER ROCKAFELLARS VOYAGE. By 
W. Clark Russell, Author of ‘ The Wreck of the Grosvenor,* etc. 
IHustrated by Gordon Browne. Crown 8w. 35. 6 d, 

‘Mr. Clark Russell's story of "Master Rockafellar’s Voyage" will be among the 
favourites of the Christmas books. There is a rattle and " go " all through it, and 
its illustrations are charming in themselves, and very much above the average in 
the way in which they are produced.'— 

Majxville Penn. SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who would not 
go to Sea. By G. Manville Fsnn, Author of * In the King's 
Name,’ etc. Illustrated by Gordon Browns. Crown Svo, 3s, 6d, 

* Who among the young storyreading public will not rejoice at the sight of the old 

combination, so often proved admirable— a story by Manville Fenn, illustrated 
by Gordon Browne t ‘The story, too, is one of the good old sort, full of life and 
vigour, breeriness and fun.’— /mmo/ ^Educatum, 

Walford. A PINCH OF EXPERIENCE. By. L. B. Wal- 
FORD, Author of ‘Mr. Smith.’ With Illustrations by Gordon 
Browns. Crown %vo, 3s, 6d, 

*The clever authoress steers clear of namby>pamby, and invests her moral with a 
fiiesh and striking dress. There b terseness and vivadty of style and the Uiastra- 
tioDS an toioixMao^-^Anti-faeoUn, 
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Molesworth. THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. Molesworth, 
Author of ‘Carrots.* With Illustrations by Gordon Browns. 
Crcwn SwM y*6d, ^ 

*''A volume in which girls will delightf and heaudfuUy illustrated.'— Pn// Jlfo// 
GazetU. 

Author Of ‘Mdle. Mori.* THE SECRET OF MADAME DE 
Mo^luc. By the Author of ‘The Atelier du LJs,* ‘Mdle. Mori.’ 
Crcwn %vcn 3r. 6^. 

* An exquisite literary cameo.' — World, 

Paxr. DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr, Author of ‘Adam and Eve/ 
‘Dorothy Fox,* etc. Illustrated by W. Parkinson. Crown Svc, 
3s, 6d. 

* One of the prettiest stories which even this clever writer has |iven the world for a 

long-time.' — World. 

Meade. OUT OF THE FASHION. By L. T. Meade, Author 
of ‘ A Girl of the People,’ etc. With 6 illustrations by W. Paget. 
Crown 8vo, 3s, 

* One of those charmingly«written social tales, which this writer knows so well how to 

write. It is delightful reading, and is well illustrated I>y W. Glasgow 

HtrtUd, 

Meade. A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. Meade, 

Author of ‘ Scamp and I,’ etc. Illustrated by R. Barnes. Crown 
8m 3s, 6d, 

*An excellent story. Vivid portraiture of character, and broad and wholesome 
lessons about lift.’ ^^ctaf or. 

' One of Mrs. Meade's most fascinating books.'— Nows. 

Meade. HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. Illustrated by 
Everard Hopkins. Croztm 8m 2s, 6d, 

* Mrs. Meade has not often done better work than iba.'^^tetator, 

Meade. THE HONOURABLE MISS : A Tale of a Country 
Town. By L. T. Meade, Author of ‘ Scamp and I,* ‘ A Girl of the 
People,’ etc. With Illustrations by Everard Hopkins. Crown 
8m 3s* 6d, 


Adams. MY LAND OF BEULAH. By Mrs. Leith Adams. 
With a Frontispiece by Gordon Browne. Croton 8vo, 3s, 6di 
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Leaders of Religion^ 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A, Wilh Portrait, crown 8 vo. ax. 6* 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders 

of religidus life and thought. 

The following a^e ready— 

CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. HUTTON. 

' Few who read this book will fail to be struck by the wonderful insight it displays 
into the nature of the Cardinal’s genius and the spirit of his life. Wilfrid 
Ward, in the Tahlit. 

‘Full of knowledge, excellent in method, and intelligent in criticism. We regard it 
as wholly admirable.' — Academy. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Overton, M.A. 

' It is well done : the story is clearly told, proportion is duly observed, and there is 
no lack cither of discrimination or of sym'pstXhy.* --Mar Chester Guardian. 

BISHOP WILBERFORCE, By G. W. Daniel, M.A. 

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. MOULE, M.A. 

Other volumes will be announced in due course. 



. University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable 
for extension students and home reading circles. Each volume is com- 
plete in itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a 
broad and philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham. 

Crown %vo. Price {with some exceptions^ 2j. ()d. 

The following volumes are ready : — 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By H. de 
B. GiBBlNS, M.A,, late Scholar of Wadham College, Oxon., Cobden 
Prizeman. Third Edition. With Maps and Plans. 3J. 

A compact and clear story of our industrial development. A study of this concise 
but luminous book cannot fail to give the reader a clear insight into the principal 
phenomena of our industrial history. The editor and publishers are to be congrat- 
ulated on this first volume of their venture, and we shall look with expectant 
interest for the succeeding volumes of the series . Extension Jeumal. 
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A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITICAL ECONOMY. By 

L. L. Price, M^., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. 

PROBLEMS OF POVElfTY : An Inquiry into the Industrial 

Conditions of the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. Sharp. 

THE Fi-ENCH REVOLUTION. By J. E. SyWES, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, M.A., Lecturer in Philo- 
sophy at University College, Nottingham. 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. By 

G. Massee, Kew Gardens. With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. Professor V. B. Lewes, M,A. Illustrated. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTA By C. W. 

Kimmins, M.A. Camb. Illustrated. 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY LIFE. By V. P. Sells, M.A. 
Illustrated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. H. de B. Gibbins, M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN' THE SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 

Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, M.A. 

Crown Svo, 25. 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, 
and industrial interest that are at the present moment fore- 
most in the public mind. Each volume of the series is written by an 
author who is an acknowledged authority upon the subject with which 
he deals. 

The following Volumes of the Series are ready : — 

TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND OLD. By G. Howell, 

M. P., Author of ‘ The Conflicts of Capital and Labour.* 

THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVEMENT TO-DAY. By G. J. 
Holyoake, Author of ‘ The History of Co-operation.* 
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MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. Frome Wilkinson, M.A., 

Author of ' The Friendly Society Movement’ 

(1. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An^ Inquiry into the Industrial 
Conditions of the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, M. A. 

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C. F. Bastable, 
M. A., Profe^or of Economics at Trinity College, Dublin. 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. WiLKiNS, B.A., Secretary 
to the Society for Preventing the Immigration of Destitute Aliens. 

THE RURAL EXODUS, By P. Anderson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By Harold Cox, B.A. 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. By H. DE B. Gibbins 
and R. A. Hadfisld, of the^eda Works, Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND : An Inquiry into the Cure for Rural 
Depopulation. By H. £. Moors. 


Sdmh$rg^! T. A* A. Constable, IFrinim to Hor Majtny, 







